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TN€ DISAPPEARANCE AT LOST LAKE. 


By W. B. LAWSON. 


CHAPTER I. 

THE STORY OF HUMPHRYES’ FOLLY. 

Lost Lake. 

It was not lost in fact, only in name. 

In truth, it was very much found, if 
appearances counted for anything. 

A beautiful clearing on one of its 
shores contained a stately mansion, be- 
speaking a very wealthy owner. 

There were acres of well-kept lawn 
sloping to the water’s edge, and farther 
back were acres more under cultivation 
and set out with fruits. 

Besides the mansion there were many 
other buildings, keepers’ lodges, stables, 
ete., aud down close to the shore of the 
lake atone point stood a nagnificent boat- 
house. * 

It was uot alone a boathouse, but a 
clubhouse as well, in which were a dozen 
fine billiard tables, besides other things 
to amuse, and a library second only to 
another at the mansion itself, which, of 
course, excelled it. 


But this was only one shore of the lake. - 


The opposite shore and the shore at 
each end were as wild and rugged as is 
possible to imagine. 

That on the south, a mile away, was 
touched by toweriny cliffs of every con- 
ceivable degree of grandeur and itupres- 
siveness. 


At the ends was heavy timber, through 
which flowed the inlet and outlet of the 
lake, and if one but closed his eyes to the 
north side he could easily imagine him- 
self to be in the midst of a dismal soli- 
tude—a howling wilderness as it were. 

Nor would he be wrong, for such the 
surrounding country was. 

There was not another habitation with- 
in ten miles of the lake, so far as the 
proprietor of the mansion knew. 

Albert Humphryes—that was the pro- 
prietor’s name—was a man of wealth and 
whims, who had come to this desolate 
spot and wrought the transformation de- 
scribed. 

Am an of millions, money was no ob- 
ject to him, and the story in circulation 
concerning him and his location at Lost 
Lake was about in this wise, to make it 
as brief as possible without omitting any- 
thing essential: 

Travelling in the West with a party of 
friends, he had come upon this lake 
hidden away in the mountains like a 
priceless emerald of some jealous god, 
and naturally he inquired its name. 
Strange to say, the guides had never 
heard of the lake before—had never 
known it was there. 

They themselves were a little removed 
from their familiar trails, Humphryes 
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having expressed a desire to break away 
from the beaten paths and see something 
with which other eyes had not become 
familiar; and hence, while strange they 
had never heard of the lake before, it was 
not greatly to be wondered at under the 
circumstances. 

Humphryes, surprised to find that they 
knew nothing about it, called himself its 
discoverer and promptly named it Lost 
Lake. More than that, an idea came to 
him that he would like to own it and there 
build him a mansion and end his days in 
peace apart from the maddening crowd. 
And why not? He had the means, and it 
would be something to occupy his time 
and afford him amusement—for he had 
grown world-weary, so he said. 

In ashort time his agents had made 
the purchase from the government, and 
he began to carry out his plans. Employ- 
ing a “large force of men, he soon had a 
wide tract cleared, anda fine drive lead- 
ing to the railroad two miles away on the 
north. Here he put ina side track, and 
heré the railroad company delivered all 
the materials used by him in the bold 
contrast he was working out—a contrast 
between art and nature. Of course, it was 
a rich thing for the railroad and the many 
men to whom it gave employment. The 
place caine to be known as Humphryes’ 
Herinitage. 

At last it was done, and a railroad 
station took the place of the lone side- 
track there iti the mountains. It was 
built at Humphryes’ own expense, and 
trains stopped there only on signal or to 
let off passengers. 

And passengers were more numerous 
than might be supposed. 

The mad tmillionaire—ashe was also 
called—was aroyal entertainer, and was 
seldom alone in his mountain retreat. 

Late one afternoon a train cametoa 
stop at this lone station, and a man and 


a woinan alighted and walked up the: 


road that wound its way up the steep 
mountain. 

The map was of middle age, witha 
grim, sterfi cotintenance, carrying an 
overcoat over his left arm—a lightweight 
overcoat, and a gripsack in “the same 
hand; his right arm and hand being used 
to assist the young woman, who did not 
seem to be well. 


She wore a veil, no one on the train 
had seen her face, and no one had heard 
her speak. She seemed to be entirely 
dependent upon the man who accom- 
panied her, and he, to one inquisitive fel- 
low passenger, had said that the young 
woman was his daughter. That she was 
young her form revealed; and it was be- 
lieved that she must be handsome, too. 

When the conductor stepped back into 
the car, after letting the passenger off, he 
was accosted by a young man who touched 
him on the elbow. 

He glanced in the direction of the pas- 
senger, and inclined his ear. 

‘““What station was that?’’ the young 
man inquired. 

‘“‘We call it Humphryes’ Hermitage,’’ 
the conductor responded. 

“Never knew there was such a station 
here, and I have been over the road a 
number of times,”’ 

“No? Well, wait a few minutes and 
T’ll come back and tell you all about it, 
if you would care to hear the story. It 
isn’t a the time-tables ; only a private 
station.’ 

‘‘Be more than pleased to hear about 
ite? 

“All righit.”? 

The conductor passed on and the 
young man settled down in his seat as 
before. 

He was hardly more than a youth, and 
as handsome as an Apollo, with heavy 
yellow hair that rested upon his shoul- 
ders, and keen, magnetic eyesin short, 
Diamond Dick, Jr. 


In a brief time the conductor returned 
and dropped into the seat beside him, and 
then was told the story of the mad 
millionaire’s folly, substantially as we 
have set it forth, Bertie listening with 
interest to the end, when he remarked: 

“Rather a queer chap, I imagine. Was 
that he who got off ?”” 

“Oh, no, that wasn’t him.” 

“Who was it?’ 

“Don’t know; never saw him before.’ 

‘Nor the young woman ?”? 

“No. But then, lots of people get on 
and off here, so that don’t signify any- 
thing.”? 

‘eThere must be an 
Humphryes’ Hermitage, I 
that is the case.” 


attraction at 
imagine, if 
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‘““Why, there is, you bet! He lives in 
royal style, and entertains his friends 
like princes.”? 

‘Your story gives me the notion that 
I would like to go and pay the place a 
visit myself—in fact, I think I will.’ 

‘But you don’t know Huimpliryes.’? 
“That don’t matter; I can get ac- 
‘ quainted with him. Where is your next 
stop—or rather, where can I make the 
closest connection with a train coming 
back ??? 

‘““We pass No. 4 at Stoney Junction, 
and you can come back on her. Just say 
that you want to get off at the Hermitage, 
and the conductor will stop there the 
same as I] did for those persons.”’ 

‘‘All right, and much obliged to you. 
I am coming back to pay the mad iillion- 
aire a visit. y 


“Only wish that I were coming with 
you. I have often thought I'd like to 
stop off and see what kind of a place he 
has got up there—they say it’s grand.”’ 

“Well, P11 tell you all about it if I 
happen to come away on your train, in 
return for putting nie on to it—I am 
always on the lookout for anything new 
and novel, when I have leisure.’ 

“Then I hope you come back with 
me, for there is one thing I would like 
to know—what he did with all the glass 
that was shipped to him over this road 
at the time he was building. They say 
he has got an all glass observatory o11 one 
of the high peaks up there.’’ 

‘‘What kind of glass was it?’’ 

“Why, plates of the biggest and thick- 
est kind. Used to take four horses to 
pull °em up the grade from the side- 
track.”? 

“And he had a good many of them, 
you say ?”? 

“Yes: I won’t begin to say how inany. 
The boys got to thinking that he must 
be making his house of glass, or half of 
it at any rate——— Hello!—here’s Hast- 
ings; see you again.”’ 

The train was slowing down to stop, 
and the conductor hurried out, leaving 
Diainond Dick, Jr., to his thoughts. 

‘Ves, Iai going back to that place 
just for the satisfaction of seeing it,’ 
Bertie said to himself. ‘‘Besides, and per- 
haps what is my real motive, I want to 
know more about that young woman. It 


strikes me that everything was not right 
with that couple; I didn’t like the way 
she acted. Maybe there is some kind of 
mischief afoot. I°l] telegraph to the Ser- 
pent to come on with the Mascot and join 
me here, and if Iam used well we may 
stop over for a day or two.”’ 

The conductor talked with him further, 
as his duties permitted, and on reaching 
Stoney Junction Bertie said good-by to 
him and got aboard the other train and 
retraced his way to Humphryes’ Hermi- 
tage. 

There the train stopped and he got off. 

Meantime he had sent the telegram as 
contemplated, and he knew that his old 
partner would meet him there on the 
morrow. 

It was by this time night, but it was 
clear and bright and the moon was soar- 
ing in the heavens in all its splendor, so 
the road was plainly seen and easily 
followed. 

It gleamed white in the moonlight, 
save where its windings threw it into the 
shadows cast by the overhanging ledges 
and towering crags here and there, and 
as Bertie made his way up he could not 
but admire the rugged surroundings. 

At length the road came to an abrupt 
ending. 

Before him was a stone wall, high and 
strong between two cliffs, barring farther 
progress. , 

“Not a very inviting outside appear- 
ance, I°1]1 be bound,”’ said Bertie to him- 
self. ‘‘I wonder if this is all I am to re- 
ceive for my pains—— Hello! What’s 
that ?”” 

He felt something like a slender thread 
catch his lep as he took a step, aud in- 
stantly the tinkle of a bell was heard 
somewhere within or beyond the wall, 
and Bertie stopped, with the exclama- 
tion given. 

Other sounds were heard iminediately, 
then of a sudden something surprising 
happened. 

From two points, one on each side of 
the hard roadway, flashed forth lights of 
almost blinding whiteness, searching the 
road outside. 

Bertie was discovered at once, and the 
coinbined rays were focissed upon him, 
causing him to shield his eyes for a me- 
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inent from the glare which had come so 
suddenly. 

Directly in front of where Bertie stood 
was a stone in the wall which had in its 
center something like a bull's eye. 

Beliind this stood a man with a photo- 
graphic instriiment, and as soon as the 
lights had been focussed upon the person 
without he pressed a bulb he held in his 
hand and secured a picture. 

But in the first picture he did not get 
Bertie’s face. 

He changed the plate in the camera in- 
stantly, and in a few seconds had secured 
another. 

This time Bertie had partly removed 
his hand from before his eyes and was 
taking a look at the wall before him and 
the points from which the lights 
emanated. 

The photographer covered the*opening 
through which he had taken the pictures 
an] with a signal to another man in the 
little room within the stone wall, hastened 
off with the plates. 

It had all taken place within a few mo- 
inents after the tinkle of the bell as men- 
tioned. 

This second man now stepped down to 
a portal, which, on the outside, was dis- 
guised to look like the rest of the solid 
wall, and there he opened a small aper- 
ture. 

“Ho! Without! he hailed. 

“The same to you!’’ responded Bertie, 
cheerily. ‘‘Anybody at home?” 

“Who and what are you? Whom do 
you want to see? What is your business 
here at Humphryes* Hermitage?” 

‘Teading questions, I'll be bound. 
Well, my name is Wade, and I’m a sport 
of means. I want to see the proprietor 
of the Hermitage. Just a visit of pure 
curiosity, that’s all.” 

‘“‘Very well. Shall have to ask you to 
wait while you are being announced,”’ 

‘All right, take your time; I’m in no 
hurry.”? 

The aperture was closed, the lights dis- 
appeared, and Bertie was left there in the 
shadow of the wall and high cliffs. 


CHAPTER II. 


IN. THE MANSION OF THE MAD 
MILLIONAIRE. 


Within the mansion. 

Everything light and splendor. 

A number of guests assembled there as 
usual, 

In the smoking-room several men are 
found smoking and chatting. 

Albert Humphryes is there, seated in a 
reclining chair close by a low marble 
table. 

The door opens softly and a footiman 
in livery enters, as 1f the place were in 
the heart of soine great city instead of in 
the wilderness. 

He bears a salver on which is a photo- 
graph and a half sheet of paper folded 
once, and crossing the floor to where the 
nad millionaire is sitting he presents 
them to him. 

‘‘What have we here?’? Humphryes 
inquires. 

‘Photograph and answers of a youth 
who is at the outer gate, sir,’’ the foot- 
man answers. 

The millionaire takes up the photo- 
graph while the footman is speaking and 
instautly he gives a slight start and his 
eyes flash ominously. 

The others are looking at him, and 
noting this, they exchange glances with 
one another, while the millionaire quickly 
takes up the folded piece of paper and 


opens it. 

‘Name is Wade,’’? he reads alond. 
‘Wants tg see the proprietor of the 
Hermitage. Visit said to be one of curi- 


osity, nothing more.”? 

“What name do you say?’ one of the 
others inquires. : 

‘““Wade. You have heard it before?” 

‘Ves, I have.’? 

‘What is the proper name of that 
young fellow they call Diamond Dick 
jr.?” 

“His name is Richard Wade, Jr., but 
he is better known as ‘Bertie’? among 
his intimate friends, and better still by 
his sobriquet.’? 

“You never fail us, Hagerty, when in- 
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formation is wanted regarding any per- 
son. What more can you tell us about 
this youth—who is he? where does he 
spring from ?”? 

“One Thomas Wade married a woman 
called Dizma, and they had a son Rich- 
ard. This Richard became a noted sport 
and detective, and earned for himseif the 
sobriquet of Diamond Dick. He wasa 
strikingly hand some young man, an] 
married one Alice Reardon, as beautiful 
a woman as ever lived. Diamond Dick, 
Jr., is their son.” 

“Anything more?”’ 

“Diamond Dick, Jr., inherits the 
beauty of both parents. His father, 
owing to a torture he once endured, 
has—lie is still living—a face as white as 
marble, and this mark is also upon the 
son, but in a lesser degree. It gives to 
Diamond Dick, Jr., acomplexion to make 
any woman jealous with envy—in fact, 
he has a woman’s skin, softer than satin, 
and he is entirely beardless. In woman's 
attire, he creates a sensation.”’ 

“Anything more ?”? 


““If his father was a noted detective, 
the son, if possible, is even more noted in 
that line. No case is too difficult for him, 
and once he takes a job he never lets go 
until his purpose has been accomplished. 
His life appears to be under a charm, for 
nothing seems able to harm him. He 
has passed through dangers legion, and 
has a hundred times had his life hanging 
by a thread, as it were. If J] were a crim- 
inal, I would rather have the entire 
United States Secret Service on my track 
than this Diamond Dick, Jr.”? 

“Anything more ?”? 

‘(That is all, unless you ask for specific 
information regarding minor details.” 

“Enough, then. You know Diamond 
Dick, ]r., by sight?” 

J da? 


“Then just tell me whether or not I 
ain tight in taking this youth to be 
Richard Wade, Jr. We have his state- 
ment that his name is Wade.’’ 

The mad millionaire extended the pho- 
tograph to the man whom he had ad- 
dressed as Hagerty. 

The latter gave it one glance and an- 
swered: 

“This is Diamond Dick. Jr.” 

Indeed, there could be no mistaking 


on the part of any one who had ever seen 
Diamond Dick, Jr., to know him. 

The picture showed him standing in 
the glare of strong lights, the rays of 
which crossed behind him and lighted up 
walls of rock on either hand, while the 
ground where he stood seemed snow 
white. 

‘Very good,’? said Humphryes, ‘He 
is to be admitted, James,’’ to the foot- 
man, ‘‘and you will conduct him hither.” 

‘“Ves, sir.’? 

The footman made a stiff bow and 
backed out, and the mad miilionaire gave 
asignal to the five or six men who were 
with him in the room and they moved 
their chairs nearer to him. 

“What are we to think of this visit?” 
the proprietor of the mansion inquired. 

‘We are to look upon it with sus- 
picion,’’ said Hagerty. 

‘“And how are we to receive the 
visitor?’ 

“Has not that already been agreed 
upon? Jn fact, we have looked forward 
to his coming.”? 


‘Exactly. As we have received others, 
so we will receive him, openly. We’ll 
take him in as an honored guest, give 
him the freedom of the place for a dav or 
two, and make him think he is one of 


us.’” 


“And bid him God speed when he de- 
parts, ’’ said another. 

‘And invite him to come again,’’ put 
inathird. ‘‘Wehave nothing here ot 
conceal from men of his calling.’? 

‘*Assuredly not. Well, prepare to re- 
ceive one of the grcatest—if not the 
greatest—of the sport detectives of the 
day, Diamond Dick, Jr.” 

‘*We are ready for him.”’ 

Bertie was kept waiting several minutes 
after the lights disappeared. 

Presently a wide portal was opened by 
two doors swinging back out of place in 
the stone wall. 

Electric lights shone within, revealing 
a footman teady to receive and escort the 
visitor, and the same hard roadway con- 
tinued on through the narrow pass be- 
tween the cliffs. 

“Mr. Humwpghryes will receive you, 
sir,’? said the footman,. 

‘He does himself an honor,’’ said 
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Bertie, in his light and airy fashion. 
“Lead on; I’m with you.”’ 

“This way sir.” 

He started along the hard road, and 
the gates swung to and shut Bertie 
within. 

The way was still upward, but finally 
a summit was reached, and from there a 
beautiful vista broke pon the sight. 

There was a long, gradual slope down- 
ward, terminating at a beautiful moon-lit 
lake, and on the right were the cleared 
acres of the mad milllionaires’ estate. 

Instead of rock, here was soil, inclosed 
between dense black forests on either 
side, And across the lake was seen a con- 
tinuation of the wild and rugged moun- 
tains in all their grand confusion. 

It looked as if here a little Eden had 
been let down out of the skies, the lake 
being a part of it. Nearthe lake stood 
the mansion, electric lighted. 

Bertie whistled softly as he looked 
around and took in the beauties of the 
scene. 

“There are no flies on our friend 
Humphreys, that’s certain,’’ he made re- 
mark. ‘‘He has got a little paradise here, 
sure enough.”’ 

The footman made no response. 

‘‘Why don’t you say something, bottle- 
green ?’? Bertie demanded. 

Green was the color of the footman’s 
livery. 

‘‘Certainly, anything you want me to 
say,’? the flunky responded. ‘‘It is a nice 
place, certainly.” 

“Shen why didn’t you say so?” 

“Tam a footman, and could not pre- 
sume so far, sir.”’ 

““Ah, I see. I had to break the ice by 
inviting you to talk, eh?’ 

‘“Ves, sir.” 

‘*How long have you been here?’ 

‘(Ever since Mr. Humphryes took up 
his abode here, sir.’? 

‘‘And what was his object in burying 
himself from the world in such a spot as 
this?” 

‘He was tired of the world, sir. He 
thought his fellow men were all beggars 
who were after his wealth and cared noth- 
ing for him.”’ 

‘“Vet it seems he allows them to come 
here.’? 

“Oh, yes, he has many friends whom 


he likes to see and entertain, but he 
has left the world at large and moved 
into this little world of his own making.” 

‘‘And does he admit every caller as he 


‘adinitted me ?”? 


‘*No, sir. But then, callers are rare 
indeed, except those who are looked for.”? 

‘““Then I wonder why he adimitted 
me?”? 

“T don’t know, sir. 
must be a friend of his.”? 

‘‘On the contrary I am an utter stranger 
and I am here out of idle curiosity only.” 

‘“*Well, he had his reason, no doubt of 
that. You must be a noted person of 
whom he has heard, limagine. Excuse 
me, but here I leave you.’? 

They had come to the place where the 
cultivated ground and the lawns joined, 
and here another footman was waiting to 
receive the guest and conduct him into - 
the presence of the master of the mansion. 

This was the one who had presented 
the note and photograph to Humphryes, 
as shown. 

Those articles, by the way, had been 
sent to the mansion through a pneumatic 
tube from the point where Bertie had 
been stopped at first. 

‘‘Mr. Wade, to see Mr. Humphryes,”’ 
said one flunky to the other, and the one 
who had conducted Bertie thus far turned 
back, while the other politely said 
‘*Follow me, sir,’? and started off toward 
the mansion. 

Bertie followed him, and in a few mo- 
ments they reached the main entrance to 
the house. 

The footman opened the door, and they 
entered. 

Passing down the hall, the flunky 
opened a door on the right and announced 
“Mr. Wade.”?’ 


Bertie entered and found himself in the 
presence of the mad millionaire and those 
with him, and his quick insight soon 
singled out the proprietor. 

“Mr. Humphryes,”’ he said, advancing 
toward him. 

‘*Ves, sir,’? said the man, rising and 
holding out his hand. ‘‘Welcome to 
Humphryes’ Hermitage, Diamond Dick, 
Jr.” 

One with less nerve and coolness than 
Bertie would have started. 


Not so Diamond Dick, Jr. 


T thought you 


* 


DIAMOND DICK, JR. OUT OF SIGHT. q 


He had himself well in hand for any- 
thing that might be sprung upon him, 
and this did not cause him to turn a hair. 

“Glad to find that you know me, Mr. 
Humplryes,’’? he said, giving his hand. 
“It will save the bother of explaining 
and will assure you that I am of the right 
sort.’? 

“Oh, yes, we have heard of you, sir. 
My friends, let me introduce Diamond 
Dick, Jr., one of the most fearless and re- 
lentless detectives of the day. Iam proud 
to be honored by his presence here, and 
we must do our best to make his stay a 
pleasant one.”? 

The others each had something to say, 
as they came forward and were introduced 
individually, and the master of the man- 
sion called for more wine and cigars, and 
Bertie was pressed to join him and the 
others in the conviviality,«which he did, 
of course. 

‘*So, it was curiosity brought you here, 
was it??? Mr. Humpliryes presently ob- 
served. 

‘*Curiosity, pure and simple,’’ Bertie 
answered. ‘‘I only recently learned about 
your splendid retreat up here in the 
motintains, and thought I would pay you 
a visit.’? 

‘*Glad you did, sir. Of course, I can’t 
show you the place by night, but you 
will remain over for a day or two or 
three, during which time I will show you 
every foot of it, and then we’ll see what 
you think of my little paradise.’’ 

“That is what I desire,’’ said Bertie. 
‘*After hearing so much about the place, 
I could not be satisfied till I came here. 
Among other things, they tell me that 
you have a glass observatory on one of 
the high peaks near by; I must not miss 
seeing that.” 

“Tam afraid that you will be disap- 
pointed,’’ said Mr. Hupmhryes. ‘‘it is 
true that I brought glass here for such a 
purpose, but the clumsy workinen broke 
the plates almost as fast as I could ship 
them here until at last I becaine disgusted 
and gave up the project. I have made a 
sinall conservatory, which I will show 
you, btit the rest of the glass lies out 
there at the bottom of the lake——”’ 

Crash! 

At that instant the table was over- 
turned. 


One of the guests had leaned too far 
back in his chair, and lost his balance. 

In trying to save himself, he caught his 
foot under the table with the result 
named, saving himself, but demolishing 
the bottle and glasses that were on the 
table. 

He began offering apology at once, but 
Mr. Humphryes would not hear him, and 
in response to a touch of a button a 
couple of lackies came in quickly and 
began to clear up the ruins. It looked as 
if it had been an accident pure and 
simple. 

But, had it? 

Bertie, in stooping to pick up some- 


-thing in the shape of a card which had 


fallen close to lis feet, caught a meaning 
elance given Mr. Humphryes by the man 
who had done the dainage. 

It was as quick as a flash, but it was a 
look full of intense caution, and Mr. 
Humhpreys responded to it by a frown 
that was as fierce as it was quick; all of 
which gave Bertie something to think 
about, and the card he had picked up 
added something more. 

It was a photogrdph of himself, stand- 
ing.in the glare of strong lights witha 
background of rock on either side of him 
which the crossing rays of light revealed; 
one hand shielding his eyes from the glare. 
He recognized the scene instantly, and 
knew when and where the picture must 
have been taken—it was something to set 
him to thinking indeed. 

But he evinced no surprise, simply 
laying the card on the righted table with 
the remark : 

‘Rather a novel way you have of see- 
ing your callers before they get here, Mr. 
Humphryes. “That was quick work, get- 
ting my picture in advance of the orig- 
inal.” 

Bertie was looking straight at his host, 
but at the same time he could see the 
others exchanging looks with one an- 
other. 

‘*It is not that,’’ said Mr. Humphryes, 
calmly. ‘‘It is my way of keeping from 
being imposed upon by idlers who might 
try to get in here to bore me to death— 
particularly newspaper men, who ate: not 
wanted and not allowed inside the wall.” 

‘“Phat being the case, I feel all the 
more honored at having been admitted.’’ 
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“‘Vour case is different, sir. You are 
in authority, so to say, and as we have 
nothing to conceal here I admitted you 
to do the honors of my retreat in a hos- 
pitable manner.’?’ 

‘‘But why are you so bitter against the 
press ?”? ; 

‘‘Because they would only make public 
what they saw, aud I would have to 
maintain a standing army here to keep 
people away. Do not think I am a hermit 
to the degree of closing everybody out, 
however, for Iam not. I have my friends, 
and perhaps you will become enrolled as 
one of them.”’ 

‘*That is too much of an honor to hope 
for,’? said Bertie. ‘‘And now, with your 
permission, and not to bore you further 
at present, I will retire, and on the mor- 
_row shall take great delight in viewing 
your retreat. Then, too, I presume I 
shall have the honor of meeting the ladies 
of your household, so it will be necessary 
for me——’? 

‘““The ladies? We have no ladies here. 
Have you not heard that I am a woman- 
hater, along with my other peculiarities? 
There are no women here, thank 
heavens!”? 

This gave Bertie still more to think 
about, after he had been shown to the 
room he was to occupy. 

Verily, he had stuck a queer place and 
a queerer man. 

He was well named the mad snillion- 
aire, he believed—-—— But then, was he 
so nad after all? 

Bertie remembered the thread that had 
given the signal of his approach, then 
the photograph that had been taken in- 
stantly and hurried to the mansion; to 
say nothing about other things he had 
noticed. 

For a private residence with nothing 
to conceal, Humpliryes’ Hermitage was 
remarkably well protected, as it would be 
next to impossible for anybody to gain 
adinittance without announcing their 
coming and passing under inspection be- 
fore they arrived. 

Then, another thing, what had become 
of the young woman who had come there 
that afternoon in company with the man? 

‘The man was one of those Bertie had 
met. 

He remembered his stern face as be- 


longing to the man who had gotten off 
the train with the young woman. 

He had hesitated about making any 
mention of it, for he did not want to let 
it be known that he knew anything about 
the matter, but he was puzzled to account 
for her. 

And then the upsetting of the table—it 
struck him that it had been an accident 
on purpose, judging by the look he had 
seen the man give Humphryes. And that 
man, by the way, was the one who had 
come there with the young lady—— 
What had Humphryes been saying at the 
moment? 

Bertie brought the conversation back to 
mind as well as he could to that point, 
and decided that the last thing mentioned 
had been the conservatory which the inad 
millionaire was to show him on the 
morrow, and he decided to give that 
place more than a casual or cursory ex- 
amination as soon as opportunity offered, 
But, Diamond Dick, Jr., did not think 
quite far enough in that instance. 


CHAPTER III. 
MYSTERIOUS DISAPPEARANCE. 


Diamond Dick, Jr., was startled by a 
cry. 

It was a wotnan’s voice, as he knew 
instantly, and it came from out of doors. 

He had not undressed on going to his 
room, but had opened the bed and dis- 
ordered it so that it might be supposed 
that he had slept in it, if everything went 
well till morning. 

Instead of going to bed, he had drawn. 
a lounge across the door and lain down 
upon that, after examining the rest of the 
room. 

He did not trust the intnates of the 
Hermitage, after what he had seen. 

Springing up, on hearing the cry, he 
ran to the window and looked out, there 
being no light in the room. 

The moonlight was still bright, though 
the moon was now far inclined toward the 
west, proof that the time was near imorn- 
ing or at any rate long past midnight. 

His room fronted on the lake, to which 
the smooth, sloping lawn descended. 

On the left was the large boat house. 

Haif-wav between the mansion and the 
boathouse, and running toward the lake, 
was a woman. 
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Two men were seen pursuing her and 
were close upon her, and the woman gave 
voice to another scream as she redoubled 
her efforts to reach the water before they 
could overtake her. 

Diainond Dick, Jr., resolved to chip in 
here. 

He felt for his guns. 

They were in place and ready for busi- 
ness. 

He tried the window, raising ‘it as 
noiselessly as possible, and it made no 
sound. 

The window was over a porch roof, and 
he was out upon that in no time, and it 
took him but a moment to slide down 
one of the posts to the ground. 

By this time the men had overtaken 
the woman, at the very edge of the lake, 
and were dragging her away in the direc- 
tion of the boathouse, one of them hold- 
ing a hand over her mouth. 

Bertie did not care to cross the lawn in 
the open moonlight. 

If the woman’s cry had awakened 
others, he would be sure to be seen in so 
doing. 

So he ran in the shadow of the house 
to the east end, and there a long arbor 
favored him until he could reach a fence 
farther away. 

Running through the arbor, he leaped 
the fence at the end and ran along be- 
hind it, thus concealed from the house, 
and reached the boathouse only a few 
seconds after the others. 

He was on the shadowy side. 

There was a windew close at hand, and 
he looked through that to learn the lay of 
the ground within. 

The men were just taking the young 
woinan through an inner door, and in the 
moonlight that streamed through an op- 
posite window he got a look at her face. 

She had fainted, and the hand had 
been retnoved from over her mouth, and 
thus her face could be seen. 

She was handsome, but her face was 
now deathly in its pallor. 

Bertie dropped down and ran around to 
the end of the building, where he had 
noticed that a door was open, and entered. 

He had his guns hin his hands, and he 
made straight for the door through which 
the young woman had been carried and 


which had not been tightly closed after- 
ward. 

Flinging the door open wide, he leaped 
in, guns ready to cover the fellows and 
demand an explanation. 

To his surprise, no one was thiere. 

All three had disappeared utterly and 
completely—as completely as if they had 
never been there. 

The room was lighted by the moon- 
light that streamed in through the win- 
dow, and every corner of it could be.seen, 
and it was empty—deserted. 

What did it mean? 

Where had the nen taken their victim ? 

lnstantly Bertie regretted that he had 
not tackled them openly in the moon- 
light. 

However, he had acted for the best, 
and certainly he had had no idea of any 
such sudden and mysterious disappear- 
ance as this. 

He did not stand one moment idle. 

He looked for another door, hastening 
around the room to find it, but he found 
it not. 

The door by which he had entered and 
by which the young woman had been 
carried in, seemed to be the only one the 
room contained. 

That and the two windows were the 
only openings anywhere discoverable. 

It was the rear room of the lower floor 
of the building, and on coming in at the 
front Bertie had noticed stairs leading to 
the flour above. 

The thought now came to him that 
perhaps the men had retreated out of the 
rooin in the brief time it had taken him 
to come around from the window where 
he had looked in, yet he hardly believed 
jt possible. 

Had thev done so he certainly must 
have encountered them in the outer rooim, 
he thought. 

Nevertheless, he ran out and to the 
stairs. 

Mounting them in haste, ke tried a 
door at the top and found that it was un- 
locked. 

All was dark at the head of the stairs, 
but as soon as Bertie opened the door the 
moonlight favored him again. 

The floor of this room was. carpeted, 
and here were billiard tables and other 
means of amusement, together with a fine 


10 DIAMOND DICK JR. 


librarv, just as Bertie had been informed 
by the railroad conductor. 

But there was not a sign of occupants. 

Bertie listened,.and not a sound was to 
be heard anywhere in the building. 

Diamond Dick, Jr., was greatly puz- 
zled. 

He could not account for the disap- 
pearance of the two men with their pris- 
oner. 

And he was positive, now, that they 
had not had time to get out of the build- 
ing before he could get in, after his see- 
ing them. 

They were still there, somewhere. 

Aftre examining this room he returned 
to the floor below. 

There he retraced his steps to the room 
of the mystery, where he entered and 
closed the door. 2 

If there was a mysterious means of 
egress from that room, he meant to know 
where it was, and he set about searching 
for it in a systematic fashion. 

He had a nickeled case containing a 
wax candle, and opening that he lighted 
the candle and began to examine the 
walls and floor critically, hoping to dis- 
cover a secret door. 

But he failed, failed utterly. 

If there was such a door, it was too 
cleverly concealed to be easily discovered. 

Putting out the light, finally, he closed 
the case and returned it to his pocket 
and sat down as a stool to think. 

Here was one of the greatest enigmas 
he had butted up against in some time. 

But he meant to solve it if it took all 
summer. 

He made up his mind to that. 

Here was more proof that everything 
was not right at Humphryes’ Hermitage. 

Obliged to adimit that he could not find 
where the men had gone to, he decided 
to wait there for them in a dark corner. 

Yet this was galling to a nature like 
his. 

That pretty girl was in need of his aid, 
and he knew not whiere to find her. 

He waited and watched for their 
coming, resolved to bring them up with 
a round turn if he caught them, but they 
did not appear. 

The moon dropped out of sight behind 
the mountain crests, darkness followed, 
and then the darkness began to give way 
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to coming daylight, and still they came 
not. 

And finally Bertie gave it up. 

If he hoped to get back to his room 
without discovery, he would have to go 
at once. 

So, leaving the boathouse, he returned 
the way he had come and climbed up on 
the porch pillar to the roof and so re- 
gained his room. 

Everything there was as he had left it, 
and he threw himself on the lounge and 
slept until he heard some one pounding 
at his door, when he answered and was 
informed that breakfast was ready. 

Putting the lounge back to its place, 
he washed and combed and_ brushed 
himself up, and went down. 

His host greeted him in the hall. 

‘“Well, how did you rest ?’’ he inquired. 

*‘Slept like a log, when I got at it,” 
Bertie answered, truthfully. 

“*Glad to hear it. You look as fresh as 
a flower this morning. Come right in to 
breakfast.’ 

Bertie followed him into the breakfast- 
room, where he found the other men as- 
sembled, even to the fellow with the stern 
face who had brought the young woman 
there. 

They took their places at the table, 
and the servants, all men, waited upon 
them, and it was a splendid breakfast. 

Bertie watched the conversation closely. 

Not a word ora hint, however, was let 
fall that could give him aclew to the 
secret. 

And yet he was resolved to know what 
it was and what had become of that 
young woman if it took hima year to 
ascertain—a resolve that meant business. 

After breakfast, the mad millionaire 
said: 

“Now, Diamond Dick, Jr., I must do 
myself the honor of showing you through 
the mansion and around the place.”’ 

““T am ready, sir,’’ said Bertie, prompt- 
ly. ‘*Won’t these gentlemen accompany 
us?” 

‘They have already seen everything I 
can show them.°? 

‘‘We prefer to remain here,’’ one spoke - 
up. 

‘And we'll join you after awhile,” 
said Humphryes. ‘‘This way, Mr. Wade, 
if you please.” 
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Bertie followed him, and was taken all 
through the house, then through the glass 
conservatory the proprietor had men- 
tioned, and to every other place of 
interest. 

This included the boathouse, which, 
by the way, was the last place visited. 

Diamond Dick, Jr., chatted idly the 
while, taking in all that was told hin 
and praising everything he saw—for he 
had not yet quite decided whether this 
man wasa knave or a lunatic. 

He was taken through the upper part 
of the boathouse first, then.the lower, 
where several boats of different sorts were . 
kept, and last of all they entered the rear 
room where the mysterious disappearance 
had taken place; and here Bertie was 
aware that the man watched him nar- 
rowly. 

Bertie cast one sweeping look around, 
saw that everything was “apparently as 
he had last seen it, and turned to go out, 
as there was nothing there of interest. 

‘One moment,’ said his host. 

Bertie paused. 

‘‘Vou find nothing of interest here, 
evidently.” 

“*T see nothing but a bare room,’ Ber- 
tle responded. ‘‘Perhaps you have further 
surprises for me.”? 

‘“‘Ves, Ihave. You aze eager to learn 
what became of certain persons whom you 
saw here in the night, and who imysteri- 
ously gave you the slip.”’ 

Bertie was surprised, yet not surprised. 

He now had the right knowledge of 
Mr. Humphrey’s character. 

The man was more knave than fool, 
and now had come the time for locking 
horns with him. 

If surprised, however, nothing in Ber- 
tie’s face or manner showed it: he merely 


looked at the man in a questioning 
manner. 
“You don’t deny it,’? the man con-. 


tinued, after a pause. ‘‘It would do you 
no good to do so, for we are posted. You 
heard a scream on the lawn, you left your 
rooin -by a window, you came here to the 
boathouse, and here your quarry gave you 
the slip. Am I not right? 

‘¢You must have dreamed all this, sir,’ 
said Bertie. 


He wanted to find out whether the 
man really had the knowledge, though 
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there was little room to doubt on that 
score. 

‘Nothing of dreaming about it, sir. 
And now, noted detective though you are, 
Iam going to reveal to you further and 
final mysteries of my retreat. You came 
here out of curiosity, you said; you shall 
have it gratified co the full. Do you know 
what this signifies for you, Diamond 
Dick, jr?" 

“T take it that you are going to do me 
the full honors while you are about it,’’ 
Bertie responded. 

“Ves, you are right, and more than 
that.”? 

‘*What more ?”’ 

“After you: have seen all you will be 
escorted to the gates and dismissed, and 
it will be death for you to return.” 

‘Well, things seem to be getting hot 
here,’’ said Bertie, with a light laugh. 
“All right, turn on the agony, Mr. 
Humphryes; I guess I’1] be able to stand 
it. » 

“You talk lightly now, but you’ll be 
serious enough when we are done. And 
mind, you are to keep secret forever what 
you will have seen.”’ 

Bertie made no reply to that. 

The man stepped to the wall at the end 
of the room, and there pressed a button 
that was cleverly hidden in what had the 
appearance of a lamp bracket. 

Instantly a panel in the wall opened by 
moving straight up from the floor, anda 
passage was revealed, the floor of which 
had the appearance of glass—in fact, was 
glass. 

““Do you see, sir??? the mad millionaire 
asked, turning to Bertie with a look of 
triumph. ‘Follow me, now, and I will 
show you wonders such as you never 
dreamed of in all your wildest imagin- 
ings.”? 

He entered the passage, advanced, and 
descended some steps. 

Bertie hesitated for a moment only, 
while he thought, then boldly entered 
the passage. 


He knew there was danger, but he was 
armed and he believed that he was more 
than the equal of the man ahead of him. 

As for the others—— Well, he had 
braved them all in coming here in the 
first place, and he was willing to take his 
chances of holding his own. 
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As for the present adventure, he 
thought he could stand as much of it as 
Mr. Humphryes. 

When he had entered the passage he 
heard the panel close. 

For a moment they were in darkness, 
then suddenly the place was flooded with 
"electric light. 

‘“This way,’? said Mr. Humpliryes. 

‘fAll right, I’m coming,’’ Bertie re- 
sponded. 

For ashort distance the passage was 
level and straight. 

The floor was still of glass, as was the 
roof, but the sides were of brick. 

There was soon an abrupt turn to the 
left, and there a flight of steps led down- 
ward at a sharp angle for several feet. 

The electric lights revealed their sur- 
roundings, and Bertie noted that steps, 
sides, roof, everything was of glass, out- 
side of which could be seen the solid 
earth. 

Arrived at the bottom of the steps, a 
long passage was revealed, some thiree 
feet in width by six and a half in height, 
composed entirely of thick plate glass, 
the plates closely joined and sealed. 

For a distance the glass was black in 
appearance, but beyond that it had a 
beautiful tint of green. 

Bertie saw at once whiat it was. 

It was nothing more of less thati an 
air-tight tunnel extended out under thie 
water! 


Mr. Humphryes led the way, and ina 
moinent they had passed beyond the sand 
and inud of the shore and were walking 
through the clear water at the bottom of 
the lake. 


The roof of the tunnel was dark, and 
Bertie noted that it had a covering of 
something like lead—probably so that it 
could not be seen from the surface of the 
water; but the sides were as clear as the 
water itself, and it was a new and wonder- 
ful experience. 


Fishes could be seen, some lying still 
with only a gentle motion of fins, others 
darting this way and that as if with 
alarm. Now and then one would come 
straight at the strange tunnel and kill 
itself against the solid glass, which it 
would strike with the force of an arrow 
from the bow, giving the water a tinge of 
red just there. 
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In a moment Mr. Humphryes stopped 
and looked at his visitor. 

There was a simile of pride and triumph 
on his face, and he no doubt expected to 
see Bertie’s eyes open wide with wonder- 
ment. 

But not so. Diamond Dick, Jr., was 
taking it all in as coolly as if it were an 
every-day exprerience, or as if it were 
nothing remarkable. 

He saw a shade of disappointment on 
his host’s face. ; 

‘‘Are you 


a 
not awed—almost over- 


.come?’? the mad millionaire inquired, as 


if this was what he had expected to find. 

“Well, hardly,’? Bertie quietly respond- 
ed. ‘'You have got a pretty good show, I 
have to admit, but I see no reason why I 
should go into conniption fits over it.” 

‘fAll right, but wait; you have not 
seen the half.”? 

‘Lead on, then.’ © 

This Mr. Humphryes did, and Bertie 
boldly followed. 

The floor of the glass passage was cov- 
ered with a strip of rubber matting, to 
prevent slipping. 

At length a pair of hanging curtai? 
marked the end of the passage, and on 
reaching these Mr. Humphryes brushed 
them aside, then stopped and held one of 
thei aside for Rertie to enter. 

Diamond Dick, Jr, passed in, and 


found himself in a room. 


It was of good proportions, the floor 
was carpeted, and there were tables, 
chairs, a couch or two, and so forth. 

The sides were glass—all glass, with a 
strong metal framework to hold thie 
plates securely in place, and Bertie could 
not but feel awed even if he did not allow 
it to be seen. 

Perhaps it was the dead stillness that 
struck him, for it was a place of absolute 
silence. The air seemed fresh and pure, 
and the electric lights added greatly to 
the appearance, though the sunlight 
above would have been sufficient at the 
time. 


Other curtains or portieres marked an- 


other passage leading from this room, and 


when the mad millionaire had paused 
long enough to give his guest time to 
look around he drew these curtains aside 
and passed beyond, with a word to Bertie 
to follow, and they passed through a sort 
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of vestibule into another and larger and 
grander room than the first. 

‘Now, what think you?” the mad 
millionaire inquired. ‘‘How would you 
like to live here, away from all the noise 
and bustle of the busy world? Here noth- 
ing can disturb, and here one can sleep 
on and on until nature has had her needs 
supplied and one wakes naturally, as is 
never the case in the world without. 
Some rude sound always breaks our rest 
—always. The air comes from the man- 
sion, supplied by an engine in the cellar 
there, and everything is perfection itself. 
Say, what think you?” 

“Very clever, I admit,’? said Bertie. 
“Wouldn’t mind taking a snooze in such 
a place myself, sometime. ’? 

‘‘Perhaps you may be able to do so, on 
another occasion. But, let me show you 
some of the wonders of the place while 
we are here. For instance, this alcove, 
or niche—I step into it, so, press this 
button thus, aud——’? 

His voice was suddenly cut off, for the 
glass semi-circle turned with him, carry- 
ing him out of the room and seemingly 
into the lake itself, and a click announced 
the closing of the revolving niche in its 
new position. Bertie took a step forward, 
but too late. 

He saw the man step out from the half- 
circle into another of similar shape, across 
a narrow passage or vestibule, saw him 
press another button there, and saw that 
niche turn with hinr and place him safely 
within another chamber a few feet away. 
And then, as if that were not enough, the 
vestibule between began to fill rapidly 
with water, and Diamond Dick, Jr., real- 
ized that he was a prisoner! 


CHAPTER IV. 
BERTIE’S UNDERWATER PRISON. 


Diamond Dick, Jr., felt a thrill of hor- 
ror at the realization. 

To deny this would be to deny that hé 
is human, but at the sdme time no ob- 
server could have read it in his face. 

He stood watching Mr. Humphryes, 
having assumed a careless attitude, and 
waited to see what would be the next 
surprise on the programme. 

He knew as well then as he knew later 
that the passage by which he had entered 
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this room had heen similarly cut off by 
water—that is, if they intended to im- 
prison him there. 

The mad millionaire was looking back 
at him through the intervening space 
with a smile of deviftsh malignity upon 
his face. 

The water was rapidly rising between 
them. 

A faint sound could be heard, as the 
water forced the air out, and ina few 
minutes the vestibule was entirely filled. 

Mr. Humphryes then spoke, and his 
voice reached the ears of his prisoner 
almost as plainly as. if he were in the 
same room with him, thongh Bertie did 
not understand how. 

‘And what do you think now?’ the 
man asked. 

‘““That was certainly well done,’’ Ber- 
tie answered. ‘‘I score one for you, Mr. 
Humphryes.”’ 

‘*And you will score more for me be- 
fore we are done with you. Do you realize 
that you are our prisoner—that there is 
no escape for you??? 

“Is that so??? calinly. 

‘Of course it is so. In no way can vou 
get out of the trap you are in, without 
our help.”? 

“Tf that is the case, then I shall have 
to remain here until you see fit to let me 
out.” 

‘‘And if we never see fit to let you out, 
what then?” 

“Then I°1] continue to remain here— 
perhaps.’? 

‘‘No perhaps about it. No one knows 
of the existence of this house of glass 
save myself anda trusted few. Even the 
men who made it could never find it 
again. They were brought here from 
France, and were given to suppose that 
they were in Canada.”? 

“That was clever.’’ 

“And you have seen how well 
place is guarded.”? 


‘*Ves, remarkably well for a place that 
has nothing to conceal from the public 
and the authorities.’ 

“Only a whim of the mad millionaire’s 
—ha! ha! Everybody believes that, and 
we could have made you believe it, too, 
but for that unforseen mishap of last 
night.”’ 

‘Think so?”? 


the 
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“We know it. At any rate I aim satis- 


fied of it myself, but one or two of the 
others seem to think that jou had a 
deeper motive in coming here than has 
yet appeared.’’ 

‘Well, perhaps I had.’? 

“Tt is. that doubt that settles your 
fate.”? 

‘‘And what is my fate to be?” 

‘¢Vou are to be held here until you can 
do us no harm.”’ 

‘‘And how long a time will that prob- 
ably be>”’ 

‘Well, a year at least; maybe two or 
three or four.”’ 

“Why not kill me at once and done 
with it?” 

‘““We are not killing. . If you want to 
commit suicide that is another thing.”’ 

“And I am not committing suicide 
either.”’ ~ 

‘*As to escape, that is impossible. You 
might, possibly, break one of those glass 
plates, though I don’t believe all your 
strength could crack one, without a 
sledge. But if you did succeed, the water 
would rush in upon you with such force 
that you could never get out alive. You 
_are welcome to try it if you want to; no 

one will hinder you.”’ 

“No, thank you,’’ said Bertie. ‘‘The 
water Jooks wet, and it would be uncoin- 
fortable to say the least.’ 

“Wal ha! Yes, I think it would, too. 
And so, you see, we have got you in a 
tight place, and there we intend to keep 
you—in fact, we are obliged to do it for 
our own protection.’ 

‘‘Which is proof enough that you have 


something to conceal here at the Hermi-_ 


tage, something which you do not care to 
have made public. All right, Iam not 
complaining; but if you want to keep 
your secret, just be sure that you keep 
me, that’s all.”” 

Then you would not swear not to te- 
veal what you know ?”? 

‘*No, sir.”? 

“We know that well enough, and hence 
there is no ray of hope for you. Here you 
must remain, as I have told you, until 
you can do us no harm, when, perhaps, 
you will be set free.’ 

“Vou have got it all your own way; I 
am out of sight in it now.’? 

“Ves, right you are.”’ 


“And my prison is certainly a com- 
fortable one. Ican’t complain on that 
score.’? 

“Tam giving up my own under water 
quarters to you, and you ought to feel 
grateful accordingly. All your wants will 
be supplied, and you will be waited 
upon.’? 

“Then you can get food in here to 
me??? on 

“Oh, yes, certainly.” 

‘*And cigars??? 

(Veg, ” 

“Then it isn’t half bad. I have been 
in worse situations, many a time, and 
lived to tell about it.” 

‘“tAnd you may live to tell about this; 
that will be for you to decide. If you eat, 
drink and take good care of your health, 
you may live to gain your freedom when 
we no longer have reason to keep you 
here.”? 

‘“‘And you are about to take yourself 
off ?? 

“Ves, I will now leave you to your 
own amusement, as I have other matters 
to attend to. Clever fellow though you 
are, you fell into my trap easily enough. ~ 
I told you I had other surprises in store 
for you, and this was one of them. Ha! 
ha! Be kind to yourself!” 

“One moment.”? 

““What is it??? 

“Tn what way am I to make my-wants 
known?” 

‘“The man who brings your meals will 
attend to everything in that line. For 
the present,.au revoir.’’ 

With that, and a wave of the hand, 
the so-called mad millionaire turned and 
walked away through the room he was 
in, passed behind other curtains, and was 
seen no inore. 

Diamond Dick, Jr., took a careful look 
around. 

Within, all the ease and comfort; with- 
out, water and mud and slime, and swim- 
ming and creeping things. 

Remembering his suspicion respecting 
the passage by which he had entered this 
room, or chamber, he went to that side 
of the room to verify it. 

He was not disappointed. 

There, too, he was cut off by water, so 
that there was no escape. 


Stepping back into the room again, 
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from the entrance to the passage, or ves- 
tibule, he studied the interior. 

He immediately made the discovery 
that there was yel another passage shut 
off with portierres, and stepping.to that 
he drew the curtains aside and looked 
beyond. 

A narrow passage was revealed, leading 
into another and smaller room, and Ber- 
_ tie lost no time in making his way thither. 

Here the floor was of a different kind. 

Three steps at the end of the passage 
led up to it, and it was separated from 
the passage by a plate of glass standing 
on edge. 

The floor was made of light wood, in 
close cross sections, and it was floating on 
water, which was about six inches deep. 
The water would have to rise two feet 
before it could overflow. 

Bertie wondered what+ this rooin was 
for, but the clew was at hand. 

At once he discovered a quantity of 
fishing tackle lying on the floating floor 
at one side, and this suggested fishing. 

He looked around. 

At the far end was what looked to be a 
sinall window. 

He crossed to it quickly and found that 
it was a window, in fact, and that it was 
in two sections. 3 

A valve suggested how it was worked, 
and Bertie gave the valve aturn to sce 
what the result would be—and he quickly 
found out. 

The inner half of the window closed, 
at the same time that the outer half 
opened, and the inner half was imine- 
diately filled with water the same as the 
outer half. 

He turned the valve the other way. 

The inner half of the window opened 
and the outer half closed and the water 
which had been contained in the inner 
half ran in and splashed upon the floor. 

A glance at the fishing tackle revealed 
that floats were used, but no sinkers, and 
it was all plain. The hook, line, float, 
etc., were to be put into the empty half 
of the window, and the end of the line 
ecured there. 

By closing that half of the window the 
outer half was opened, and the float would 
iminediately carry the baited hook up- 
ward to the required height, where it 
would wait for a bite. | As it was in plain 


sight all the time, it could be easily as- 
certained when a fish was on. 

Then, to draw in the fish, the operation 
was simply reversed and the line pulled 
in through a small aperture, that hardly 
afforded a leak, until the captured fish 
was ready to be admitted into the outer 
chamber. Then the inner window was 
closed and the fish pulled into the outer 
half. Then the opening of the inner half 
delivered the fish to its captor. 

Bertie smiled as he took in this clever 
method of under-water fishing, and the 
whole scheme gave him an idea which he 
might have occasion to put into practice. 

But that would keep till he wanted to 
use it. Meantime, he must explore far- 
ther. 

The water in the fishing-room, he had 
no doubt, could be pumped out by the en- 
gine that kept the place supplied with 
air. It was only necessary for the fisher- 
man to take care that it did not overflow 
into the other apartment. But, then, it 
would take a week of constant use to do 
that. 

There being nothing more here, Bertie 
entered the passage and returned to the 
main room. 

Here he threw himself upon a reclining 
chair to think. 

As he settled himself down he looked 
out through the glass side of the room, 
and something he saw there caused him 
to leap to his feet instantly. 

About twenty feet away, seeming to 
stand in the water itself, at the first 
glance, was a young and pretty woman, 
looking fixedly at him, with a_ sad, sor- 
rowful expression. 

It was the young woman Bertie had 
seen on the previous night. 

He saw at once that she was in a room 
somewhat similiar to the one he himself 
occupied. 

The moment their eyes met she clasped 
her hands and held them out toward him, 
her lips moving at the same time, but not 


“a sound came to his ears. 


So far as concerned hearing, they might 
as well have been ten miles apart. 

Their captors evidently considered it 
impossible for them to communicate with 
each other, or else did not care a rap if 
they did, having them both secure in 
their power. 
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Bertie shouted and asked her name, but 
his voice sounded dead in that tightly 
sealed and water-surrounded room. 

He saw her respond, but nothing more. 

Then to his ears, and also to hers—as 
Bertie knew by the start he saw her give, 
came a mocking laugh. 

‘“‘Ha! ha! ha! Discovered each other, 
have yon? And you would like to get ac- 
quainted, eh? Well, if you know the deaf 
and dumb alphabet, go ahead.”’ 

It was the voice of the mad millionaire, 
as Bertie recognized, and it made him 
awate of one thing—that his words and 
hers could be heard by him, wherever he 
was at the moment. 


Bertie gave her a signal to be silent, as 


soon as she looked his way again. 

She nodded that she understood. 

Bertie looked around, then, for some 
means of setting up communitation with 
her. 


At first it looked impossible, with the — 


double thickness of glass and all that 
space of water between them, but at last 
a thought struck him. 

Going to one of the tables, the one that 
looked the most likely to contain what he 
wanted, he looked around it and soon dis- 
coveted a drawer, which he opened has- 
tily. 

It was there; paper, pens, everything 
needful in the line of stationary, and he 
quickly produced some paper and a blue 
pencil. 

He glanced across at the other pris- 
oner. 

She had followed his example, as he 
was glad to see, for it proved that she was 
quick-witted. 

“What is your name??? was what Ber- 
tiee wrote first, in large, bold letters, and 

‘he held it up against the glass wall for 
her to read. 

She, too, had written something, but 


she put it down and ran back to the table ~ 


to write the answer to his question, and 
when she held it up he read easily 
enough: 

‘“Kunice Joyce.” 

Bertie nodded that he tinderstood, and 
she dropped that sheet of paper and held 
up the one she had first written. 

‘“What is your name?”’ 

It was the same as Bertie’s first ques- 


tion; they had both written the same 
thing at the same moment. 

Bertie wrote his name and held it up to 
view, and she nodded and clapped her 
hands with delight, though not a sound 
came to his ears, of course. 

Back she ran to the table and wrote for 
some moments, Bertie watching and wait- 
ing to see what she would have to say to 
him, and in a short time it was ready. 

She held the paper up against the glass 
wall of her apartinent, with the writing 
outward, of course, and he read: 

’ “Tama prisoner. Matthew Forest holds 


me here. Heis my uncle and wants to 
rob me of ny wealth. He can do it if I 
sign a paper, but I wili never sign 


though he kill me!”’ 

“Good for you!’ Bertie displayed in 
response. ‘‘I knew something was up 
when I saw you get off the train yester- 
day. I came here to help you, but it looks 
now as if I would want some one to help 
me. But, never mind; keep a stiff upper 
lip, and Dll see if something can’t be 
done.’ 

Bertie saw her laugh, as soon as zie : 
had read. 

His presence there had evidently 
cheered her, even though they were sepa- 
rated most effectually from each other. 

That they werestrangers did not count; 
she had evidently seen him brought there 
and knew that he was a prisoner like 
himself, and there was a fellow feeling. 

“T trust all to you,’’ she said in writ- 
ing. ‘‘Iaim helpless and can do nothing. 
I was in despair before you came.’ 

‘‘Brace up,’’ said Bertie. ‘What more 
can vou tell me?’’ 

‘“What about ?”? 

‘These rascals. ’’ 

“T know nothing about them.”’ 

“But your uncle evidently does.”’ 

“Yes, he is one of them.’’ 

‘And you hate hiin ?”’ 

‘Ves, for his treatment of me.”’ 

They made their sentences brief and to 
the point. 

“Know names any others?’ 

“No, none.”? 

“Where they belong??? 

‘*Uncle lives San Francisco. ”’ 

‘“‘And you are rich ?”” 

‘*Ves, very, if I-do not sign.’ 
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“Then don’t sign, no matter what hap- 
‘pens.’ 

‘IT won’t, if they kill me!” 

Some further talk along that line, then 
Bertie wrote: 

‘‘You are might pretty, and I with I 
could console you at a little closer 
tange.”’ 

He could see her blush as she read it, 
and she laughed again. 

‘‘Well, I would not object,’’ she wrote 
back. ‘‘I wish you could get here, for I 
wil not deny that Iam afraid. I was in 
terror before you came.”’ 

“Tf I join you will you give mea kiss ?”’ 
Bertie wrote boldly. 

‘“Ves, two of thei,’ 
sponded. 

It seemed perfectly safe to enjoy a little 
flirtation under such circumstances. 

The chances of dis getting there seemed 
very remote indeed, just then, and it 
seemed safe for her to promise alinost any- 
thing. 

And, indeed, Bertie himself had no 
idea that he would be able to doso, for he 
argued that his captors considered hiin 
peifectiy secure where he was or they 
would not have left him alone. 

But that remained to be seen. Any- 
how, Bertie had accomplished something ; 
he had found the young woman and 
learned her naine and why she had been 
brought there, and if he could escape he 
had enough information to make it warm 
for somebody. 


s 


she promptly re- 


CHAPTER V. 


HANDSOME HARRY, THE MASCOT AND 
ANOTHER. 


‘*Glee-ory to snakes an’ General Jack- 
son! A tillygraff from my leetle pardner, 
son of his dad? Wake up snakes, an’ 
read ther news!’ 

‘‘Alle samee that light, Hally. Boy 
jist fetchee him to hotel, allee samee me 
fetchee him to you double quickee you 
bettee. Hully up, findee out what he 
say !”? 

‘All right, yaller, all right, all right; 
jist hold yerself in yer sandals till I kin 
tear et open. Hyer we have et, now; cock 
yer ears and listen fer all ye aite worth, 
ter wit, as follows: 


‘* “Handsome Harry: 

“Come by first train to Humphryes’ 
Hermitage and ask conductor to let you 
off. Going to pay a visit to the mad mil- 
lionaire. ; 

‘* Diamond Dick, Jr’??? . 


‘“Hi-yi! 
Hally!” 

‘“Ther doose we will!” 

Handsome Harry, the giant Serpent of 
Siskiyou, and Hop Wah, the Mascot, his 
little Chinese partner. 

They had been at this place for a day 
or two, awaiting the coming of their 
chief, Diamond Dick, Jr.; and now had 
come the telegram as ‘read by Harry, call- 
ing them away. 

‘*Alle saiee why not?’ the Mascot de- 
manded, with great surprise. ‘‘You bet- 
tel inind what boss say, else gitteee dam 
head knockee off when him ketchee you, 
bet life! Allee samee what leason not 
go, want to know.”’ 

‘And who said I wasn’t goin’? Glee- 
ory tosnakes! Who said I wasn’t go- 
in? >?” 2 

‘*Allee samee you say so. 
go; you say doose we will.” 

‘“That’s right; glee-ory to snakes, et 
is so! I say et again; ther doose we will! 
Does this hyer tillygraff say anything 
about you, yaller? Come, now, does et? 


We go there, you bettee hat, 


Me say we 


Say!’ 
“Oh! allee samee you too smart, 
Hally. Don’t git comical, now, else me 


have to takee fall out of you to bling you 
to time. When Diamond Dick, Juny, 
say come, he meanee me too, evely time, 
you bettee popguns!’’ 
“Ve think he does, hey?” 
‘*Allee samee me know he does. 
gittee ‘long without Hop Wah!’ 


“Wull, I opine you aire right, yaller, 
Idoso. I was only jokin’, of course. 
We'll go thar, bet yer life!’ 


‘*Allee samee to bad Hans not with us; 
me missee hin bely much, Hally. Wish 
his ‘lations stay ’way and mindee owrr 
business, not comee lookee him up and 
takee him off.’ 

““Glee-ory to snakes, sodo I! He didn’t 
amount to a whole lot, even if thar was a 
good deal of him, Mascot; but I had a 
soft place in my heart fer the Two-Cent 
Kid all ther same, I did so. Ef we wur 


No 
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to lose you, don’t know what I would 
do!” 

“Vi-yi! Chin-kum-foo! No loosee me, 
you bettee life! Me got no lations that 
care snap ’baut me; me stickee to com- 
bination while Diamond Dick, Juny, stay 
in biz! But missee Hans bely much, that 
light.”” 

‘So do I, so do I, yaller; and we must 
pick up another chum fer ye the first 
chauce we vit.”’ 

It was true. 

Hans, the Two-Cent Kid, had dropped 
ont. 

Some relations had set about looking 
him up, and a lawyer had asked Diamond 
Dick, Jr., to assist. 

Bertie, finding that the boy was wanted 
for his own good, distingished himself 
in the eyes of that lawyer by producing 
him almost immediately, with proofs of 
identity. 

It was rather a sad parting for Hans, 
for he loved Bertie with all the heart he 
had in his rotund body; but as it was for 
his own good, Bertie turned him over to 
his relations, well assured that they meant 
well by him and intended to do the right 
thing. 

And more than that, Bertie placed a 
snug fortune to his credit ina certain 
substantial bank, to be his when he came 
to age. 

It was his share in their Klondike dis- 
coveries. * 

And so Hans was no more, and the 
Mascot and Handsome Harry missed him, 
for the parting was but recent. 

The Serpent and the Mascot made 
their preparations as speedily as possible 
to respond to the summons they had re- 
ceived, and in a short time were at the 
railroad station. 

Here inquiry was made concerning 
trains to their place of destination, and 
they found that they had not a great 
while to wait. 

The Serpent bought the tickets, and 
they were soon on their way. 

The journey was uneventful. 

At last they were set down at the lone 
station in the mountains. 


When the train had gone its way, the 


* See the Klondike Series: Nos, 53, 54, 55, 56 and 5 


Serpent uf Siskiyon took a long and care- 
ful view of the surroundings. 

“*Glee-ory to snakes an’ grasshoppers!” 
he exclaimed. ‘‘I wonder what fer a 
place ther hermit kin have hyerabouts? 
Guess that yarn about a big mansion was 
all wind.”’ 

He had made soine inquiries on the 
train. , 

‘‘Allee samee no tellee,’’ observed the 
Mascot. ‘‘Allee samee here findee road; 
must go to placee, as it no go anywhiere 
else.’? 

“‘T gness ye aire right, Mascot, I guess 
ye aire so.”? 

‘* Allee sainee comee ROR: v 

**You bet.’? 

So up the road they went, and came 
presently to the wall between the cliffs. 

“‘Glee-ory to suakes an’ General Jack- 
son!’ cried the Serpent. ‘‘Et would 
take wings ter git past this hyer, et 
would so.’’ 

“Allee samee that light. But, must be 
way to git thlough; allee samee see where 
road go tnder wall in middle.”’ 

“Wake up, snakes, an’ put on _xer 
specks! So et does. Come on, yaller, 
an’ we'll give ’em a call, anyhow.’’ 

And forward they pressed. 

Presently the tinkle of a bell_came to 
their ears. 


A few seconds more, and a ateue was 
pulled back in the center of the wall, and 
a voice called out: 

“Well, who are you—-what’s wanted?” 

‘‘Glee-ory to snakes an’ Genera] Andy 
Jack Jackson! Who aire we and what do 
we want? Ef this hyer is whar Hum- 
phryes’ Hermitage lives, then we want 
ter come in.aii’ see him; we do so!” 

“Allee sainee that light,’? put in the 
Mascot. ‘‘We been sent fol, told to come 
here, here allee samee we be. You open 
up gate and let us in, else down comee 
dog-house, you bettee! We comee to 
findee boss, Diamond Dick, Juny.”’ 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes!’ yelled Harry, 
instantly. ‘‘Now you have gone and cut 
ahog in the eye, ain’t ye!” 

‘*Allee sainee what mattel with you?’ 

“We have let out the hull durn  busi- 
ness !”? 

‘What of it? He no tellee us keepee 
still; say come pay visit. That allee 
samee what blingee us up here too.” 
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“Wull, all right, all right; but I 
wouldi’t ’a’ done et, that’s all. But, 
come, you feller thar at the touch-lole— 
what aire ye goin’ to do about et? We 
want ter come in and find our leetle pard- 
ner, son of his dad; we do so!”’ 

“T am still waiting to hear your 
names,’’ said the man at the opening. 

“Oh, ye aire, hey? Wull, my name is 
Handsome Harry, called the Serpent of 
Siskiyou fer short, and I have got seven- 
teen rattles and a button!” 

Br-s-r-r-rr! 

He gave a shake of the rattles at his 
belt in evidence. 

“And this hyer,’’ he continued, ‘‘is 


Hop Wah, strnamed the Mascot. The rest | 


of our combination is non est, ez et wur, 
owin’ to the fact that we have jist lost a 
vallyble member and have not yet been 
able to fill his place. Is that enough? Ef 
et is, jist swing wide them ’ar portals, ef 
ye have got any, an’ we’ll prance in.”’ 

‘‘Allee samee that light,’’? chimed the 
Mascot. ‘‘If Diamond Dick, Juny, in 
there we want to comee in, too; allee 
samee pay visit to boss of place.’’ 

‘*You say Diamond Dick, Jr., sent for 
you?” 

‘‘Vou bettee.’? 


‘““When and how did he send?” 

‘Look hyer!’? cried the Serpent, be- 
giuning to get impatient. ‘‘Is this hyer a 
court, thet ye put us on ther stand and 
pump us? Ef my leetle pardner, son of 
his dad, is in thar, I want ter come in!’ 

‘‘All right, but you will have to wait 
until you are announced at the mansion. 
Stay where you are a few moments, aid 
you'll be informed.”’ 


Click! The stone swung to its place. 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes an’ all gum- 
arabic!’’ cried the Serpent of Siskiyou, 
in something of a passion. ‘That feller 
don’t know the first roodyments of per- 
liteness, ter shttt the door in ott faces 
like that! Wake up, snakes, an’ tell him 
so! I bur durn ef I ain’t got a notion to 
go and butt ther durn wall down; I 


have so!’ 


“Allee saniee might hurtee head, 
Hally. No use kickee, othel feller hold 
best hand this deal.”’ 

“Tl opine ye aire right, Mascot, I do 
so.”’ 


‘And allee samee if not lettee us in, 
what do then, Hally?”’ 

“But, glee-ory to sarpents! they have 
got to let usin, they have so! Aitn’t our 
pardner in thar? And ain’t he sent usa 
tillygraff to jine him? Wake up snakes, 
an’ claw cinders! Ef they don’t open up, 
there will be mvsic in the air hyer, they 
kin gamble on et!”? 

“‘Allee samee cuin music, I suppose. 
Don’t see what othe] kind can play; allee 
samee that do no good.”’ 

‘“Glee-ory to snakes, Mascot, don’t 
borry trouble! Hyer ye aire gittin’ me 
all riled up fer nothin’, mebby, an’ I 
don’t like ter git mad onless thar is some 
chance fer a scrimmage inter which I kin 
insert myself Hello! thar’s a cuss at 
ther touch-hole again.”’ 

The stone iu the wall had opened. 

“Ho, without there!” 

“Wull, what’s ther word ?”’ 

“You are not known here. No such 
person as you ask for is known here, or 
been seen. Can’t admit you.”’ 

Click! 

The stone swung back before the Ser- 
pent could say a word. 

“Glee-ory to snakes an’ General 
Andrew Great Scott Jackson!’ Hand- 
some Harry yelled, jumping a yard clear 
of the ground and brandishing his fists. 
“Open thet aire touch-hole again till I 
kin talk at ye! My leetle pardner, son of 
his dad, not in thar an’ not been seen 
thar? Wake up, snakes, an’ solve ther 
problem! Open thet aire hole again, I 
teli ye! D’ye hear me? Whoop-ee— 
wow!?? 

But the hole did not open. 

‘“‘Allee samee got bad bulge on us, 
Hally,’’ declared the Mascot. ‘'We no 
can gettee in, you bettee.’? 

“Wake up, snakes, an,’ show cause 
why for! P11 git in thar, ef I have to pull 
down the hull durn business, I will so! 
Open up thar, I tell ye, durn yer ornerv 
hides! or ?m a bamboozled old crockv- 
dile ef I don’t onlimber my guns an’ 
begin ter bang away, I willso! Do ye 
hear me? I want ve to read this hyer 
tillvgraff an’ see ef et don’t say as plain 
as day thet my leetle pardner, son of h's 
dad, his hyer?” 

He bellowed like an angry bull, hrt 
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the echoes of the pass were the only re- 
spouse he got. 

“‘Allee samee no goodee,’’ said the 
Mascot. ‘‘No gittee in, have to takee next 
tlain back.”’ 

““Nary a take back! 

’ begin ther battle. 

Crack! crack! crack! crack! 

He whipped out his guns and-opened 
fire, spattering the movable stone with 
lead. 

But it was all to no purpose, for it 
brought no response from those behind or 
within the wall, and the Serpent’s rage 
increased with each passing moment. 

Useless to try quote his ravings and 
vociferations, which would not look well 
in print anvhow. , 

‘* Allee samee no goodee,’’ declared the 
Mascot, when the storm began to abate a 
little. 
back——’’ . 


“And leave our parduer hyer, mebby 
in a consarned conglomierated gob of con- 
demned diffikilty ? Not much! Wake up, 
snakes, an’ hear me swear et! 1’m goin’ 
in thar, ef et takes all the hair of! You 
hear me!” 


“No goodee here,’’ said the Mascot in 
lower voice, having come close to the 
Serpent. ‘‘We makee believe we go 
away, allee samee lookee fol othel place 
to gettee in. You sabe ?”’ 

Handsome Harry cauglit on. 

“Ef I do go away, I’ i come back hyer 
with a htindred-pound Krupp howitzer in 
my pocket, an’ I'll blow the hull durn 
thing sky-high! he roared. ‘“‘Ef my 
leetle pardner ain’t thar, though, mebby 
we’ll find him waitin’ fer us when we git 
back ter town. Come on!’ 

And so saying, the Serpent started off 
down the road at a swinging pace, the 
Mascot following at his heels. 

Harry was cursing under his breath at 
every step. 


‘“‘Durn me af I know what ter do now,”’ 
he complained. ‘‘Ef our leetle pardner is 
in thar, and we can’t git in, what good 
aire we goin’ ter be to him ?”’ 

‘* Allee samee we have to go lound and 
git in some othel way, Hally. ‘Takee 
long time, mebby, but allee samee we git 
there, you bettee whiskers! Hi-yi! What 


Wake up snakes, 


comee here? Son of old chap, I bettee!’ 


A turn in the road revealed a negro 


“We no gittee in, have to go 
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youth toiling up the roadway in. their 
direction. 

‘‘Glee-ory to snakes! An imp of ther 
devil, sure enough’ cried Harry. ‘‘Meb- 
by he belongs hyer, and ef he does we’ll 
make him tell what he knows or we’ll 
skin him alive!” 

“Hi-vi! Allee samee that light. Makee 
him tell if Diamond Dick, Juny, in place 
behind wall or not. You lettee me tackle 
him, Hally; me allee samee think me big 
enough fol him.’? 

‘fAll right, Mascot, go in, fer I have 
about split my throat and spent my wind 
a’ready.”? 

“‘Me fetchee him up, you bettee!”? 

The negro youth was by this time 
drawing near, and the Mascot called out 
tohim: — 

“Say, nig, want to holdee pow-wow 
with you.” 


“Look out, Chinee!’’ the colored boy 
warned. ‘‘Don’ yo’ go fo’ to monkey wid 
dis coon, kase why, I have got some 
bone-handled trouble heah in ma pocket, 
*bout five inches long an’ a dead open an’ 
shut. Bettah slow up dar!? = 


““Glee-ory to snakes!” cried the Ser- 
pentof Siskiyou. ‘‘He is goin’ ter show 
fight, Mascot, he is so! Better let ime 
step in an’ fetch him ter time, I opine ter 
reekon.’? 

“Slow up dar, I tell you folks!’ re- 
peated the negro youth. ‘‘You’s ona 
slippery road heah, an’ it you don’t drive 
careful you’s gwine to tumble in de ditch 
de fus thing you know! Don’t rouse 
nev”. ; 

“Hi-yi! Chin-kum-foo! Allee sainee I 
takee my pigtail an’ tie lound your neck, 
chokee some of fight out of you. You 
lookee fol trouble, seem to me; you findee 
all you wantee, if fetchee up against chap 
*bout my size, you bettee!”’ 

““That’s ther way ter talk up to him, 
Mascot! that’s ther way!’’ cried the Ser- 
pent of Siskiyou. ‘‘Ef he is sighin’ an’ 
pinin’ fer tribulation, we kin give et to 
him, we kin so!”? 

““You’s two to one, but don’t git me 
stahted!?’ cried the negro youth, holding 
his ground unflinchingly. ‘I wouldn’t 
like to do it, but if you lay hands on me 
I jis’ natcherly kyarve you up into mince 
meat! Iain’t used marazah in whole 
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month now, an’ it is gittin’ oneasy—kin 
feel it movin’ roun’ in ma pocket!’ 
‘‘Allee samee you bettel holdee fast to 
it and keepee it out of sight, else you 
gittee into tlouble clear up to ears, you 
bettee !? 
‘“Keep: way, I tell ye! I really love 
trouble, an’ oncet ye git me stralited—-—”” 
““Glee-ory to snakes! but he has got 
sand !”? 5 
“Once ye git me stahted, no tellin’ 
whar I’se gwine to fetch up,’’ the negro 
youth finished. ‘‘I'll fill de whole atmo- 
sphere wid pigtail, red whuskers, blouse, 
stogy boots an’ stripe shirt! Be no end to 


trouble! Bettah drive slow, las’ time!” 
“Ai-yi! Chin-kum-foo! Chow-clow- 
how-ow! Allee samee be dead coon to 


plant if pullee dam lazor on me, you 
bettee! Me gottee little piece cold hard- 
ware in pocket, allee samee spittee up 
ounce of lead ewely time speakee ; plunkee 
hole thlough before can commence to 
vinkee eye! Bette] not show lazor lound 
here, bettee life!” 

‘CAll right, all right; but drive slow 
all de same, else you have to be gethered 
up in a basket. You want to look out fo’ 
me, boy !”? 

““Glee-ory to snakes!’’ cried the Ser- 
pent. ‘‘Don’t you two cusses git at,et, 
fer somebody would be bound to git hurt. 
We don’t want ter harm you, nig, so jist 
keep your razor under kiver.”? 

‘An’? I don’ mean dat ye shall hahim 
me, eeder, you bet! Keep yo’ distance, I 
tell you, till I know more ’bout ye!”’ 

“‘Allee samee what name is??? inquired 
the Mascot. 

‘“Ma name is Junius Brutus Crow, an’ 
don’ you forget it, eeder!”’ 

“‘Glee-cry to snakes! You aire as black 
as a crow, anyhow, I be durn ef you 
ain’t!”? 

“Took heah, white man, don’ you go 


for to fling any you’s ’sinuations ’roun’. 


heah, else you will stir me up an’ cause 
trouble fus thing you knows!”’ 

“You keepee still, Hally, let me 
sinooth down his-rumpled feathers; he all 
light, I begin to think. Allee samee you 
got no shorter name ’n’ that? That too 
muclee name to say in hully.’? 

“No, Iain’t got no shorter name ’n’ 
dat; an’ if I had I wouldn’t tell you, so 
dere!” 


“Den allee samee have to call you 
Black bell y—— 

““Glee-ory to snakes an’ Andy Jackson! 
Jist the thing, Mascot, jist the thing! 
Couldi’t call himanything better if ye 
tried! Blackberry is better’n Crow, any 
day! Give us yer hand, Blackberry!” 

‘“Keep ’way, white man! Don’ yo’ come 
nigh me, else I rip out dis heah razah an’ 
begin operations! I’s stood all de ’buse 
Tse gwine to stand fo’ one day, on yo’ 
life! Jist now got put off de train kase I 
han’t de dough to put up, an’ I warn ye 


- to look out!” 


“Hi-yi! Then we your fliends sure 
nuff!’ cried the Mascot. ‘We all in 
same boat; misery bely much like com- 
pany, so hear tellee.”’ 

“Den you don’t belong ’round heah?” 

**VYou bettee nit!’ 


‘But we have got business hyer, Black- 
berry; glee-ory to snakes, we have so! 
And if you want to jine our combination 
till we git out of the woods, I'l] put up 
the stuff for your fare to where you want 
to go to; I will so!”’ 

‘Vo’ mean dat, white man?’ 

“Wake up, snakes, an’ prove ther pud- 
din’?! DoI mean et? I’m mean enough 
fer anything, an’ I mean et jist as hard as 
Tkin. I like the sand vou showed when 
you stood us both off like ye did, an’ I 


- shouldn’t wonder if Diamond Dick, Jr., 


would cotton to ye———’’ 


‘Diamond Dick, Junyah!”? 

“Bet yer life——’”?’ 

‘““Ma stars! Not de Diamond Dick, 
Junyah, dat I have read about!” ; 

‘Allee samee same one,’’ declared the 
Mascot. ‘‘Only one Diamond Dick, Juny, 
an? he’s our boss, you bettee!”” 

“*Glee-ory to snakes, no! Thar ain’t 
but one, but he’s the only original, is my 
leetle pardner, son of his dad; God bless 
hii!” 

‘“Ma stars an’ Sally Jones! Go ’way, 
trouble! Diamond Dick, Junyah—Oh! 
Oh! Come an’ hug me, Sally, hug me 
hahd! Den you must be Handsome 
Harry, white man, an’ you de Mascot!’ 

““Glee-ory to snakes! Give us yer 
hands, Ace o’ Spades, give us yer hands! 
And that’s another name fer ye, et is so! 
Oh! Wake up, snakes, an’ lick merlas- 
ses! Mascot, we hev found ther subster- 


toot fer the Two-Cent Kid, we have so!” 
& 
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‘‘Allee samee that light, Hally, if he 
only stick to combination. What say, 
Blackbelly? Diainond Dick, Juny, he 
‘out of sight; no tellee where to findee 
him. Got to puttee on spurs an’ buckee 
up ’gainst tlouble till findee out where 
at, then we gittee him out, you bettee!”’ 

‘‘Ma stars an’ Saliy Jones! D’ you 
mean fo’ to say dat you’s will hab me in 
de saine puddle? Go ’way, trib’lations! 
I’s with you, clear up to the rivet ob dis 
heah razah dat’s singin’ soft an low hyer 
in ma pocket; an’ if Diamond Dick, 
Junyah, is in de hands of de Philistines, 
so to say, we'll hab him out hob dah jist 
as shua as my name is Junius Brutus 
Crow!’ 

Handsome Harry and the Mascot 
caught the negro youth by the hands, on 
his sayiug that, and ‘‘Blackberry’’ was 
one of the combination from that mo- 
nent. s 

And he was destined to become a valu- 
able acquisition, too. < 


CHAPTER VI. 
THE ACE OF SPADES TAKES A LONG 
SWIM. 


The next half hour was spent in earnest 
conversation. 

Handsome Harry and the Mascot told 
the particulars of their reasons for being 
found there, and the ‘‘Aceo’ Spades’? told 
his own brief history in full. 

Meantime, they had sauntered down to 
the railroad station, and the one great 
question with them was—how to find 
Diamond Dick, Jr., and then get to him. 

“By golly!’ exclaimed the black 
youth. ‘‘Dat fellah out ob sight, most 
of de time anyhow, but now he clean out 
ob sight fo’ fair!” 

‘‘Glee-ory to snakes, yes, he is so!”’ 
agreed the Serpent. ‘‘Andef you have 
got any brains under that wool thatch of 
yours, Ace o’ Spades, jist set ’em in mo- 
tion an’ tell us what to do.”’ 

‘Allee samee that light,’? encouraged 
the Mascot. ‘‘Let’s see what got in think- 
box, anyhow.” 

‘‘Ma stars!’ exclaimed Blackberry. 
‘You take me fo’ a Henry Webster or a 
Dan’! Clay, as I have heard about? Come 
an’ hug me, Sally!” 

““That’s all right, Ace o’ Spades; but 
what’s ter be done?”’ 


‘*Well, dese heah mountings den’ reach 
to de sky, do dey? Ef we uns climb high 
enough we’s gwine to git ovah, ain’t we? 
Den what’s de mattah wid our doin’ de 
climb??? 

‘*Allee saimee that the ticket!’ cried 
the Mascot. ‘‘Only thing can do, you 
bettee! We go up lailload tlack till comee 
to woods, then takee to woods on this 
side and comee back quick as can; may- 
be getee in all light, all light, if lun up 
>gainst no more stone walls!” 

‘*Glee-ory to snakes! That is ther 
skeem, hard and fast enough. Come on, 
pardners, and no more parley about et. 
Ef my leetle pardner, son of his dad, is 
in thet aire place, and they aire holdin’ 
him thar and won’t let us in, then we 
have got ter take the law into our own 
hands and git in somehow; we have so!: 
Wake up, snakes, an’ crowd ther mourn- 
ers!” 

And so they set off up the track, the 
Serpent in the lead with long, swinging 
strides, and the Mascot and Junius Brutus 
Crow trotting after him to keep up. 

They were alinost at loss what to do 
for the best, and this seemed to be the 
only thing they could do. 

For an hour they walked between solid 
walls of rock, with hardly a break. 

The wall on their left was continuous 
all the way. 


The mad millionaire had chosen well 
the location for his hermitage, if he de- 
sired to bar out intruders, 

Finally they entered a dense woods, 
which covered a sort of natural loam 
bottom high upin the mountains, and 
finally were able to turn from the rail- 
road on the left side. 

They entered the woods, but almost 
immediately found their way blocked by 
the dense undergrowth. 

The giant forged ahead, however, 
breaking the way for the youths. 

Harry had the direction all right, and 
it would be only a question of time when 
they must come ott somewhere. 

And at last they did come out some- 
where. 

They came out into a boggy place 
which seemed to defy them to proceed 
farther. 

Handsoine Harry stopped, voicing his 
favorite expletive, with a string of invec- 
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tives and imprecations after it, and won- 
dered ‘*how insnakes an’ tarnation”’’ they 
would get on. 

“‘Allee samee have to back out and 
stick to high glound,’’ said the Mascot. 

‘‘Shua!’? agreed Blackberry. ‘‘No use 
to splash around heah.”? 

So back out they did, and fought their 
way along the edge of the morass until at 
last they sighted a stream. 

“Kf we only had a boat now,’’ the 
Serpent of Siskiycu sighed, 

““Golly! Maybe we ain’ got no boat, 
boss, but ef it comes to a swim, I kin 
swim like a duck!”? 

‘Allee samee that not help lest of us,”’ 
reminded the Mascot. ‘‘Besides, water 
lookee bely wet, flom here. Me allee 
samee stickee to dly land.”’ 

On they pushed, and finally a sheet of 
water gleam&éd through the trees ahead 
and they were in sight of the lake, 
though as yet they knew little or noth- 
ing concerning it. 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes!’’ gasped the Ser- 
pent. ‘‘Our leetle jig is up now, sure 
enough !?? 

‘‘Allee samee we have to build laft,”’ 
said the Mascot. 

‘““A raft! And nothin’ bigger’n a 
bowie to build et with! Wake up, snakes, 
an’ wail yer despair!”’ 

“‘Go ’way trouble!’’ cried Blackberry, 
cheerfully. ‘‘If we can’t-cross ober dey 
ain’t no law to hender us from goin’ 
round, is dey?”’ 

“‘Hi-yi! Me allee samee got idee, 
Hally!’ 

‘What is et, yaller?’? 

‘(Vou lemember up in ’Laska when we 
had tlouble with quicksand——”’ 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes! I should say I do 
remember somethin’ about et, Hop 
Wah!’ 

‘‘Well, you allee samee carried tlee and 
laid acloss——’’ 


‘“‘Wake up, snakes, an’ shake hands! 
Ye needn’t say another word, Mascot, 
not another word! I understand ye!”’ 

‘* Allee samee dead easy here. Plenty 
tlees and limbs all alound; allee samee 
we makee blidge out to edge of lake, then 
maybe build laft same way.”’ 

“‘Not another word, Mascot, 
other word! Hyer’s at et!” 


not ai- 


And the Serpent sprang into the task 
with a will. 

He carried fallen trees out from the 
woods and laid them along on the marsh, 
and the Mascot and the Ace o’ Spades 
followed him with smaller stuff which 
they laid across thei. 

It was slow work, it took them hours 
to accomplish their purpose; but they did 
not give up. 

And at last it was done. 

That is to say, they were out to the 
edge of the lake. 

And there the Mascot suddenly made a 

glad discovery—the mansion on the north 
shore. 
It could just be seen from the extreme 
end of their brush causeway, and when 
the Mascot pointed it out there was great 
joy among the trio. 

“‘Glee-ory to squirmin’ sarpents!? cried 
Handsome Harry. ‘‘That is good fer sore 
eyes, et isso! That is where my leetle 
pardner, son of his dad, must be at! But 
we kin never get thar, never!”’ 

‘*Took heah, now, boss, don’ you go 
fo’ to git discouraged,’’ chided the Ace 
o’ Spades. ‘‘I hab got a pair ob telescope 
eyes, I hab, an’ I see some boats ober dar 
by dat shore, an’ I is gwine to hab one; 
you heah me! I’s gwine to swim ober dar 
an’ git it.”’ 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes! You aire goin’ to 
swim over?’? 

‘‘Allee samee,you gittee dlown !”’ 

““Ke-hee!’? with a laugh that showed 
his ivories. ‘‘You don’t know Junius 
Brutus Crow. I kin swim ten miles an’ 
nebber wet de back ob ma neck. I tell 
you I’s gwine to hab one ob dem boats, 
shua!’? 

“But, durn me ef I see any boats,” 
said the Serpent. ‘‘Kin you see ’em, 
Mascot ?”? “ 

‘Allee sainee see somethin’, but could 
nevel tellee if boats.”’ : 

“'Dey’s boats all de samme, I kin see ’em 
plain as day. I’s gota pair ob de bestus 
eyes you eber hear tell ob. An’ now I’s 
gwwine fo’ one ob dein, an’ you bet I fotch 
him back all right!” 

And the black fellow began to get out 
of his clothes forthwith. 

He evidently meant business. 

Ina moment he was nude, his black 
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body shining like ebony in the afternoon 
sul, 

‘*Got any word yo’ wants to send so 
anybody ober dar?’’ he asked. 

‘*Look hver, nig,’? said Harry. 

‘What is it, boss?’ 

“If you aire seen from that house 
you'll purty most likely git shot.’? 

‘*Golly! Dat would be bad, shua nuff. 
But hab to take ma chances ob dat, I 
reckon.’? 

‘And if you git a boat you will have 
to be thunderin’ sly not to be seen 
makin’ away with et, fer ef they ketch 
ye we aire dumped, we aire so.”? 

“Dey ueber done kotch me, you bet!’ 

“Allee saniee waut to lookee out sharp, 
else no goodee to Diamond Dick, Juny.”’ 

‘You neber hab no feat bout me. An’ 
now if dat’s all, I’s off. You jes’ keep 
your eyes on me, at’ I show yo’ how to 
swim.’ 

With that he slipped off into the water. 

It was cold, but he did not seem to 
mind that, and with long, easy strokes he 
started off. 

The swim would be a long one, a 
couple of miles each way, at least—but 
then, if successful, he would not have to 
swim all the way back. 

The lake was Ionger than wide, and 
this made the swim greater than if it had 
been straight across from the rock-bound 
south shore to the grassy lawns on the 
north side. 

Handsome Harry and the Mascot 
watched the bobbing bunch of black wool 
as far as they could see it. 

It was finally lost to sight from where 
they stood. 


They were not able to make out even 
the boats which the little darkey, with 
his keener eyes, claimed to have seen. 

And when they had lost him there was 
nothing they could do but sit down and 
rest while they waited as patiently as 
possible for his return, which they knew 
would be late in the day. 

When lost to sight of Handsome Harry 
and the Mascot, the Ace of Spades was 
neatly abreast with the mansion or the 
north shore of the lake. 

He was swimming carefully, with his 
head as low as possible, desiring to escape 
discovery if he could. 

It was his intention to swim bevond the 


boat house and approach it from the 
other direction, thinking he would thus 
be less likely to be seen from the man- 
sion. 

It was good judgement. 

He had plenty of wind left, and did not 
seem to be tired in the least. 

Thus he was going leisurely and stead- 
ily along, when a remarkable thing hap- 
pened and caused him to stop. 

Something popped up out of the water 
just ahead of him which at first sight he 
took to be a fish, leaping two or three 
feet in air and falling back at once. 

“Golly! the darky exclaimed. ‘‘I’s 
powerful glad dey ain’t no ’gaitors in dis 
heah water—— But ima stars an’ Sally 


Jones! Dis heah ain’t.no fisa; hit am a 
bottle! Whar in de worl’ hit done come 
from ?”? 


A stroke carried him to the bottle, and 
he caught it. , 

Holding it up, he looked at it, and 
what was his gieater surprise to find that 
it contained a piece of paper. 

It was tightly corked, and the cork tied 
with a string. 

While he was 
another popped up out of the water in 
nearly the same place. 

“‘Ma stars an’ Sally Jones!’ cried the 
Ace o’ Spades. ‘'What dis heal mean, 
anyhow ? Wh—wh—whar dese heah bot- 
tles done come from? Who eber heard 
tell ob botltes behavin’ in dis fashion, 
anyhow ?” 

Making a grab at the second bottle he 
caught it, aud left that spot with as little 
‘delay as possible. 

The reader has guessed whence thie 
bottles camie. 

But the little darkey, with no knowl- 
edge of what was underneath the waves 
at that point, was alarmed. 

Yet he clung to the bottles. 

The sight of the paper in them made 
him do that, as he was curious to learn 
more about the matter. 

‘“Hit done beat all!’’ he said to him- 
self. ‘*Bottles bobbin’ up out ob de water 
in dat style—neber heard tell ob sich 
doin’s in all ima days befoah! De old 
debbil must be at de bottom of dis pond, 
shua nuff! Guess I got no business heah 


no mo!”? 


He swam faster than before, holding 


looking at this one,-~- 
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on to the bottles, and ere long began to 
draw near to the boats lying in the water 
a hundred feet or so out from the boat- 
house. 

Here he observed caution. 

Keeping his head low, he swam to one 
of the boats, having made his selection. 

Peering round the point of its prow to 
make sure, as far as possible, that no one 
was watching him, he reached up and 
dropped the bottles into it. 

That done, he examined the painter 
and found that it was a short chain 
caught with a hook into aring in the top 
of a small] float, which, in turn, was per- 
manently anchored tiere for that purpose. 

A touch set the boat free, and the Ace 
o’ Spades began swimming with it in the 
direction of the opposite shore of the 
lake, going slowly, and asa gentle breeze 
was blowing in¢hat direction it might be 
supposed, if the boat was seen, that it 
had got loose and was drifting. 

It had not occurred to him to look and 
see whether the boat contained oars or 
not. 

But then, that made no difference. 

It either did or did not, and he would 
not have taken the extra risk of trying to 
find a pair, anyhow. 

What he had come for was the boat, 
and having secured that, and having 
evety likelihood now of getting away 
with it, he was a happy ‘‘nig.”? 

But what did concern him was the 
mystery of the bottles which had bobbed 
out of the water in such a queer manner. 

He was eager to get at the papers they 
contained. 


CHAPTER VII. 
BERTIE SEES A BLACK WATER SPRITE. 


Blackberry avoided the place where the 
bottles had popped to the surface. 

There was something uncanny about it 
all, to his mind, and he had no desire to 
take any chances. 

He did not know what else might come 
bobbing up out of the water, if he venr- 
tured near the same spot again; possibly 
something worse than bottles. 

When he had swum nearly across the 
lake he stopped and reached up and 
caught hold of the side of the boat, 


pulling himself up and the boat down till 
he was able to look in. 

There were no oars there. 

As he had taken the chances of that, it 
made no difference to him. 

Seeing nobody moving on the shore, 
he climbed into the boat and lay down to 
take a little rest. 

Not that he greatly needed it; he was 
like a duck in the water; but he was 
dying to examine those bottles and find 
out what they contained. 

He had nothing with which to cut the 
string that held the cork in place, but he 
applied his strong ivories to the task, and 
in a moment the string was severed and 
he had the stopper out. 

Then came the task of getting out the 
paper, and it did not seem an easy thing 
to do. 

Huh!” he presently ejaculated. “Juni- 
us Brutus Crow, you ain’t got de sense 
ob a lotse!”? 

Taking hold of the bottle by the neck 
he dashed it across the edge of one of the 
seats and broke it. 

He had the paper without any further 
trouble. 

Fortunately—for his own satisfaction— 
he could read, and opening the sheet he 
read it quickly. 

It contained these words: 


‘To the finder: 

‘‘] am a prisoner at the bottom of Lost 
Lake, in a glass house. Entrance through 
rear room on ground floor of boathouse. 
Panel in middle of rear wall, but cannot 
be detected. Can be broken in with ax, 
but button that moves it is in center of a 
Jamp bracket on wall. Yours out of sight, 

“Diamond Dick, Jr.” 


“Ma stars an’ Sally Jones!’ cried 
the Ace o’ Spades. ‘‘Who would eber 
funk it! Diamond Dick, Junyah, a 
prisoner in a glass house at de bottom ob 
dis heah bery lake—go way, trouble! 
Junius Brutus Crow, vou am strickly in 
it, dat’s what you am! Golly! Dey won't 
believe me when I tell ’em dis story! 
Come an’ hug me, Sally, hug me hahd!”’ 

The little coon was in an ecstacy of 
delight. 

To think that he had become one of 
the aids of his favorite hero, Diamond 
Dick, Jr., that of itself was enough to 
raise hii to the seventh heaven. 
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And then to have found this bottle and 
to have in his possession the key to the 
hiding-place or prison, of that hero—well 
his cup was just running over. 

He suddenly thought of the other 
bottle. 

Taking it up, he broke it at once with- 
out any monkeying, and secured the 
paper it contained. 

On opening the paper, however, he 
found that it was only a duplicate of the 
other, and he put them both away care- 
fully in a niche under one-of the seats. 

That done, he moved to the prow of 
the boat, where he lay down with his 
arms hanging over on each side, and in 
that position he began to paddle with his 
hands with good results. 

The boat was carried forward at good 
speed toward the point where the darky 
had left his friends. . 

Meantime, the sun went down, and it 
was dusk by the time he reached his 
destination. 

The watchful Mascot was the first to 
discover the boat coming. 

“Hi-yil?’ he cried. ‘‘Wakee up, Hally, 
and wakee upali yoursnakes! Hear come 
Blackbelly with boat, no mistakee! Hi- 
yi! Chin-kum-foo!”’ 

‘Wake up, snakes, an’ rub yer eyes 
open! Durn me ef you ain’t right, Mas- 
cot, ye aireso! That nig is worth his 
weight in gold, he is, an’ he is bound ter 
be one of us!’ 

“By golly! You fink I was neber 
comin’??? the Ace o’ Spades just then 
sang out. ‘*Told you I would be heah, 
an’ heah I am. Got de boat all right, an’ 
got somefin’? else, too. Make yo’ eyes 
stan’ out like pot legs when I show you!”’ 

** Allee samee what is, Blackbelly?” 

“‘Glee-ory to snakes, yas, that’s ther 
question !° 

“Got news from Diamond mel Jun- 
yah, dat’s what hit am.” 

eB ieyi l? 

‘¢Giee-ory !”° 

‘And he out of sight shua nuff, I tol’ 
yo?! Jes’? wait till I make dis heah boat 
fast, an’ den I done tell ye all about it.”? 

The boat was speedily secured, and 
then, sitting on the edge of the boat with 
his feet hanging over, the colored youth 
told ali about his adventures and the find- 
ing of the bottles. 


Hands@me Harry and the Mascot could 
hardly contain themselves when they had 
heard. 

They were eager to be off to the rescue 
at once. 

‘*Glee-ory to snakes an’ General Andy 
Anaconda Jackson!’ cried the Serpent of 
Siskiyou. ‘‘My leetle pardner, son of his 
dad, a prisoner in a glass house at the 
bottom of the lake!’ 

‘SHieyil Chin-kum-foo! Chow-chow- 
how-ow! Allee samee we got to gettee 
him ont of that fix, Hally, if takee ali 
skin off! No tellee what happen to him 
if we don’t gettee gait on and do some- 
thing! Blackbelly, you a tlump, no mis- 
takee |’ 

‘“Glee-ory to snakes, yes, he is so! Git 
inter yer clothes, ebony, and we'll make 
haste to git over thar!” 

“*But allee samee got to go slow an’ 
careful,’’ said the Mascot. 

‘Slow nothin!’ We’ll go in like ragin’ 
lions, an’ ef we don’t raise a dust in that 
neighborhood then I’m no prophet !’’ 

‘Allee samee makee good lot noise, let 
know we coming, they allee samee "gill 
boss before wecan do anything. You 
keepee lap shutt, Hally, and do what I 
say, else no goodee. Y 

‘“Wull, all right, Mascot, all ireght; but 
that is what I would like ter do all the 
same. ”’ 

“No can ‘ford to makee any mistake.” 

“Golly, no!” 

Blackberry was putting on his clothes 
with alli haste. 

Ina few moments he was dressed, and 
the trio got into the boat and shoved off. 

“*Glee-ory!’ cried Harry. ‘*Whar’s yer 
oars??? 

“‘Neber you mind ’bout oars,’’ an- 
swered the Ace o’ Spades. ‘‘All I was 
after was dis heah boat!” 

‘Ves, but how in tarnation aire we 
goin’ to git thar?”’ 

‘‘Allee samee same like Blackbelly 
gettee here,’’ put in the Mascot. 

“Dat’s tight, *% said Junius Brutus. 
“Pi play dat Psa steamer, an’ away we 
goes,”? 

‘And allee somee want to keepee still, 
Hally,’? admonished the Mascot. ‘‘No 
pay to getee discovered, you bettee!”” 

‘All right, yaller, all right. U1] keep 


DHEN|}) DICK, JR. OUT OF SIGHT. 27 


- still ef I can. And as to bein’ diskivered, 
et is goin’ to be dark purty soon and 
we'll be all hunk.” 

The darky took his place in the prow, 
and began to paddle as before, and what 
little further conversation was held among 
them was carried on in whispers, for they 
could afford to take no risks. 

When darkness came on, lights were 
seen at the mansion. 

These gave Blackberry something to 
guide him, and he paddled toward them. 

Gradually the lights seemed to come 
nearer, as the boat progressed, and the ut- 
most silence and caution were observed. 

Of a sudden an exclamation escaped 
the darky. 

He stopped paddling and: sat up, and 
the others wanted to know what had hap- 
pened. . 

“(Ma stars an’ Sally Jones!"’ theAce o’ 
Spades gasped. ‘‘Jes’ you look down dar 
in dat water, an’ see what you see!”’ 

Handsome Harry and. the Mascot 
looked, and ejaculations of excitement 
broke from the lips of each, for the bot- 
tom of the lake was glowing with white 
light. 

And not only so, but in a slanting 
direction they were enabled to look into 
one of the furnished rooms in the house 
of glass, and there was Diamond Dick, 
Jr., reclining in a chair and smoking a 
cigar ! 

The Serpent of Siskiyou could hardly 
believe that it was real—that he was 
awake and not dreaming. 

And the samme with the Mascot. 

Yet they had to believe the evidence of 
their own eyes, after the message the Ace 
o’ Spades had brought them. 

“Hi-yi! Chin-kum-foo! Allee samee 
he not know his friends so close by! Oh! 
Hi-yi! Here is thought just poppeed into 
head: Klackbelly, could you takee dive 
deep as that, allee samee lettee him know 
we on hand! Allee samee be a great big 
joke, you bettee!"’ 

‘““Glee-ory to snakes an’ Hannah 
Mariar!’’ the Serpent exploded. ‘‘Kin ye 
do et, Ace o’ Spades? Wake up, snakes, 
an’ set yer sails! Et will be the biggest 
thing on ice, ef ye only kin! Glee-ory, 
how I’d like ter holler, ef I wasn’t afeerd 
of- bein’ heard! ‘What do ye say, Black- 
berry, kin ye do et?” 


‘‘Golly! Ican dive dat deep an’ not 
half try,’’ declared the darky. 

“Then do et, do et jist ferfun! It is 
dark now, and no danger that ye will be 
seen. Do et!” 

‘“‘All right; be only fun for de dis 
child, anyhow.’? 

“The little coon quickly shed his 
clothes, and in another moment his black 
hody slipped over the side of the boat 
head foremost into the water. 

Handsome Harry and the Mascot 
watched .him, and they saw him going 
down and down, with almost the ease of 
a fish, unit] his body shone like black 
rubber in the electric glare. 

Still down, and then a turn. and he 
swam straight to the side of the glass 
house neat where Diamond Dick, Jr., 
was sitting. 

Bertie did not see him, as he was not 
looking that way. 

Blackberry gave a tap on the glass with 
his fist to call attention, and Bertie looked 
quickly in that direction. 

It must have been the surprise of his 
life. 

Anyhow, sight of that black, shiny 
body, and the open eyes full of intelligent 
light, caused him to leap to his feet and 
stare. 

The negro youth could stay there but a 
very brief time of course, so he merely 
nodded his head two or three times, made 
soine motions with his hands, and darted 
toward the surface. 

His head popped ont, and finding the 
boat, he soon had hold of it, to find 
Handsome Harry and the Mascot lauglhi- 
ing heartily but quietly. 

“Glee-ory! but that was a good one; et 
was so!?? 

Allee samee makee dog lauvh!”’ 

“Golly! I guess he fink it was de deb- 
bil after him, shua nuff!” 

“(And now allee samee he be puzzled 
to know what mean. Can’t you go down 


again, Blackbelly, imakee him under- 
stand?” 
“Shua! You jes take one ob dem dar 


notes what he done send wp in de bottles 
an’ write ‘O. K.’ on it, an’ I will take it 
down dar an’ hold it ’gainst de glass long 
enotigh fo’ him to read.’? 


‘‘Hi-vi! You gottee coop full blains, 
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Blackbelly! That jist what do, then he 
undelstand, you bettce!”’ 

The Mascot had put the messages in 
his pocket. 

He now produced them, and with a 
pencil marked a big ‘‘O. K.’’ on one of 
them, with ‘‘Mascot’’ just under it. 

This done he handed it over to the Ace 
o’ Spades, who rolled it tightly and 
clutched it in his hand and slipped over 
the side of the boat as before and went 
down, down. 

Bertie was still watching, trying to get 
another glimpse of his niysterious visitor, 
and presently he saw him coming straight 
at him with thé ease of a native of the 
element he was in, and he came to the 
side of the glass house as before. : 

There he stopped, holding himself at 
that depth by means of his feet, and there 
he unrolled the paper, carefully, and 
pressed it against the glass for Bertie to 
read, This, of course, it was no trouble 
for Bertie to do, and asmile lighted up 
his face at once. 

Blackberry remained only a monient, 
and then, with an emphatic nod, he gave 
a kick and shot upward as before. 

And this was Bertie’s introduction to 
the successor of the T'wo-Cent Kid. 


CHAPTER VIII. 
THE SURPRISE OF THEIR LIVES, 


Ace o’ Spades soon rejoined his part- 
ners. 

Handsome Harry helped him into the 
boat, and he soon had on his clothes once 
tore. 

They chatted in whispers, taking good 
care not to make a sound that could pos- 
sibly reach the shore, and laid their 
plans. 

Blackberry having been there by day- 
light, knew the lay of the land—if by 
any stretch of the imagination water 
may be called land, and he was appointed 
to act as guide. 

Their plan was to run in near the boat- 
house, and from there wake an attempt 
to reach Diamond Dick, Jr., with as 
little loss of time as possible. 

The colored youth placed himself in 
the prow and began to paddle as before. 

In a short time the outlines of the boat- 
house were seen. 

With great caution, then, they drew in 
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to the shore, and finally the boat touched 
ground some yards to the east of the 
building. , 

They got out and gently drew the boat 
upa little way, not knowing but that they 
might have further use for it, and then 
advanced toward the boathouse with 
greatest caution. 

The building was dark and still. 

Not a sound was to be heard anywhere, 
and there were no liglits nearer than those 
at the mansion, 

As they drew nearer to the building, 
however, the quick ears of the Mascot 
caught the sound of voices, and he gave 
the others a cautionary signal. 

All three sank down to the ground, 
where they waited, silent and motionless, 
and presently the outlines of two men 
were seen approaching the frontof the 
boathouse, where they stopped. 

‘Well, what is your opinion about it?” 
one asked. 

‘“My opinion is that I would leave her 
there all night, for I think she will be 
willing enough to do your bidding in the 
morning.”? 

“What makes you think so? She has 
a will like iron, as I am beg iting to 
find out.”’ 

“Vou wait and see. One night under 
the waters of this lake, with all the 
creeping and crawling things around her, 
will make her willing to do anything to 
escape anotlier.”’ 

“Well, maybe you are right. We 
certainly know slie is safe there. But 
your prisoner—are you positively sure 
that he cannot escape?” 

' “Pshaw! that’s a foolish question.’ 

“T know it seems so, but you don’t 

want to forget that he is Diamond Dick, 
Test? 
“Even if he were Diamond Dick, Jr, 
twice over, he could not get out of that 
chamber alive. If he damages a glass he 
is sure to drown, and he will have better 
sense than to try it.” 

“Well, well, no doubt you are right. 
Then there is no use going down, is 
there? Iconfess it gives me the creeps to 
go under tle water.” 

“Vou need not go, but I shall do so, 
to see how things are.”’ 

“Then I'll go back to the house.’ 

“You may do that, and call everybody 
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to the library for a consultation when I 
return. I shall not be Ileng.” 

Thus they parted, one turning in the 
direction of the mansion while the other 
entered the boathouse, where he soon 
had the building flooded with light. 

Fortune favored the trio without, fur 
they happened to be in the shadow cast 
by a space between two windows, and 
thus were not likely to be seen unless 
some one came near. 

They cculd look into the boathouse, 
through the windows, and they saw this 
nian pass isto the rear room. 

Here he advanced to the rear wall and 
touched a button. 

At once a sliding panel went up, re- 
vealing an opening in the wall, and the 
man passed in. 

He did not close the panel, but left it 
open, and in a moment light shone in 
the passage and made a ribbon out into 
the lake as well. 

Meanwhile, the hours had been drag- 
ging for Bertie and the prisoner in the 
other chamber. 

Had he been entirely alone Bertie 
would have risked tiying to escape, but 
thought of the helpless: young woman 
deterred him, 

He micht only damage the place so 
that her room would fill with water and 
drown her, without his being able to do 
anything for her, and that, he decided, 
was too great a risk. 

They communicated with each other 
occasionally, by means of writing. 

There were some empty bottles in 
Bertie’s part of the under-water house, 
and he made use of them as we have seen, 
passing them out through the fishing 
window. 

And at last came the startling incident 
we have recorded—the appearance of a 
black water sprite—so to call it—just 
outside the wall of his chamber, and 
what followed. 

‘Well, I wonder where they picked up 
that piece of gum-elastic stove-polish ?”’ 
Bertie remarked to himself, when the 
Ace o’ Spades had disappeared after his 
second visit. ‘‘No matter, thongh, he is 
a good one, to perform a feat like that.” 

Assured now that his friends knew 
where he was, he settled down to wait for 
what would happen next. 
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And at length came a visit from the 
mad millionaire. 

‘‘Well, you are still here, I see,’’ his 
voice hailed Bertie from the other cham- 
ber, evidently by means. of pipes. 
“Thought I would drop in and take one 
more look at you before retiring.” 

**Ves, still here,’’ Bertie cheerfully an- 
swered. ‘‘But I don’t expect to stay here 
a great while, I give you fair warning. 
If you want to make sure of me, you 
better turn on the water and wind up the 
business. If you don’t, you’ll hear from 
ine before morning.”’ 


“Bah! You are blowing. I wanted to 
tell you to make good use of the light 
while it is on. It will be cut off at 10 
o’clock.”? 

‘‘Won’t you leave it ou for that young 
lady’s sake?”? 

“Oh, 10; we intend giving her a night 
of horror.”’ 

“Take care that you don’t have one 
yourself!” 


“Little fear of that, mv fine fellow!” 

They talked for a few minutes, the 
mad millionaire exultant, Bertie defiant, 
and at last Humphryes went away. 

As soon as he had gone the beautiful 
girl in the neighboring chamber wrote 
hurriedly on a sheet of paper and held it 
up against the wall of her room for Bertie 
to read. : 


“7 shall die if they turn 
lights!’ it was worded, ‘‘Can’t you get 
to ine, somehow? Iam not closed in by 
water, as I heard him sav you are, and if 
you can only break into the passages J 
am sure you can reach me. Coine, or I 
shall go wild!” 

“By Heavens! J must try it!” Bertie 
said to himself. ‘It isa risk to run, but 
Vil take the chances. The water in that 
vestibule won’t make more than two 
inches depth on the floor of this room, 
and perhaps we can get safely out before 
it fills the passages. If she will take the 
risk with me, I'l] try it!’ 

And then he asked her. 


She was willing, even anxious; any- 
thine, so that he might be near hep, for 
she felt that he was her true friend. 

So, Bertie prepared to break through 
into the vestibule, having given the 
matter considerable of study during the 
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past hour or so, and he believed that the 
chances were about evenly divided. 

It took him a little while to get ready, 
but finally he was armed with a strong 
cudgel—a heavy leg of one of the articles 
of furniture in the room, and he advanced 
to his attack upon the semi-circular door 
that led to the water-filled vestibule. 

He was about to strike when a form 
appeared on the other side. 

It was the Mascot! 

Hop Wah was all alone, having left 
the Serpent and the Ace o’ Spades to 
secure his retreat at the other end. 

“Just in time, my yellow diamond!’ 
said Bertie, speaking in guarded tones, 
lest lis captors might hear. ‘‘Keep your 
trap shut, now, and do just as I tell 
you.’ 

‘All light, you bettee.’? 

“In that round place just in front of 
you is a button, right over your head. 
Reach up and press it, but take care 
that the water don’t carry you off 
your feet. ‘hey have a way of pumping 
it out, but I don’t know the truck. Look 
out for vourself now!? 

‘All light, me lookee out.”? 

The Mascot reached up and touched 
the button, and instantly the door opened 
and the water rushed in. 

The little Chinee caught hold of a 
bracket and swung, himself clear of the 
floor, and thus escaped the rush,-and it 
was all over in a moment, but now the 
water was flowing in steadily. 


Bertie then directed him to step into 
the passage and press the similar button 
in the second door, and when he had 
done that, Diamond Dick, Jr., was freed 
and he grasped the hands of his faithful 
and fearless little Mascot, for he had 
come like a ray of sunshine in an hour of 
gloom. 

Bertie closed the doors the first thing, 
and the vestibule was soon full of water 
as before. 


Bertie hastened to find the way to the 
room in which pretty Eunice, Joyce was 
imprisoned, the Mascot chattering away 
as they advanced and telling all about the 
adventures of himself and Handsome 
Harry, how they reached there, and the 
noble part the Ace o’ Spades had played. 

After some minutes Bertie found the 
passage leading to the room the young 
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womaff was in, and when he reached it 
and opened the door, as he could readily 
do from the outside, she sprang into his 
arms. 

‘*T cannot help it!’ she cried. 
so glad to see you!” 

‘And Pm rather tickled to see you, 
too, pretty one,’’ said Bertie. ‘‘I am 
willing to forgive you just as often as you 
want ine to, for an embrace like that.’? 

He embraced her in his turn, and hav- 
ing spoken, proceeded to take the kiss that 
had been promised him, and he took it 
from willing lips. In fact, kiss was ex- 
changed for kiss between them. 

They were not long in getting out of 
there and up to the boathouse, where the 
old Serpent of Siskiyou nearly, went into 
raptures over his ‘‘leetle pardner, son of 
his dad,’ restored to him. 

““Glee-ory to snakes!’’ he said. ‘I 
thought ye was out of sight for good that 
time, pardner, I did so! But we got ye, 
thanks ter this hyer chunk of ebony, we 
did so! Let me interdoose Junius Brutus 
Crow, or Blackberry fer short; otherwise 
the Ace o’ Spades!’ 


Bertie greeted his new aid heartily, 
complimenting him upon his boldness and 
promising him that he should fill the place 
made vacant by the retiring of the T'wo- 
Cent Kid from the combination. 

Being told that the rascals were hold- 
ing a consultation in the library at the 
mansion, Bertie decided to go there alone 
at first and learn what he could froin their 
talk. 

Having been all through the house, he 
knew the best way to gain his point of 
vantage, and was also able to give the 
others directions for the best. And so in 
a little time he was where he could see 
and hear all that was going on in the 
library without being seen himself. And 
he had arrived at an opportune moment, 
for he got everything that he desired. 

They were a clique of the cleverest 
forgers in the world, and this was their 
headquarters. They were not mere makers 
of counterfeit money, but were duplicating 
the largest bonds of the civilized na- 
tions and coining millions monthly. 

About the time their business was done, 
the clock struck ten. 

“AhP? said Mr. Humplhryes, rising. 
“T promised our prisoners that I would 
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turn out their lights at this hour.: Hi 
do so now.”? 

He rose and stepped toward an electric 
governor at one side of the room, but 
before he could reach it he was startled 
by a thrilling voice from another direc- 
tion. 

“Vou needn’t bother about that now, 
Mr. Humphryes,’’? spoke Diamond Dick, 
Jr., as he confronted the company with 
his brace of pops in hand. ‘‘If you don’t 
want your own lights put out, though, 
up with your hands, every man of you!” 

Their faces were like death, and their 
eyes almost started out of their sockets 
with surprise. 

“Up with them!’ Bertie repeated, ‘‘ 
1H bore vou!”? 

Two of the men reached for weapons, 
trying to dodge his aim, but he opened 
fire upon them and dropped them before 
they could begin to get out their guus, 

And the rest of them, then, put up 
their hands gladly enough, and Bertie 
bunched them in the middle of the room 
so as to give them no chance to touch any 
of the numerous electric devices around. 

The firing brought Handsome Harry, 
the Mascot, Blackberry and the young 
lady to the scene, and in a few minutes 
the rascals were all prisoners. 

Bertie then got hold of one of the 
servants and frightened him into dis- 
closing everything he knew. 

Through him all the rest of the men 
around the place were captured. 

The two whom Bertie had been forced 
to shoot were Humphryes and another 
and Bertie believed that both were dead. 

But in this he was mistaken, for later 


‘on Humplryes, with his last remaining 


stretigth—for he was dying, dragged him- 
self to an electric device and gave ita 
turn. 

Bertie entered the room just as he did 

it. 
There was a great roar and rumble, a 
bright flash in at the windows as of fierce 
lightning, and the glass house under the 
iake was no more. Every vestige of it 
had been removed, even to the ap- 
proaches. ; 

This mine had been kept in readiness 
for them to obliterate all evidences of 
their forgeries, in case of discovery, for 
all their work had been carried on 


under the water of the lake. And so 
passed out of existence one of the greatest 
of modern marvels. 

Immediately after the explosion Mr. 
Humphryes fell dead. 

Diamond Dick, Jr., remained there 
with his prisoners till morning, when it 
was his intention to take them to the 
nearest jail. 

He had locked them all in a room, 
which he had previously exaniined, and 
he himself stood guard; but when he 
opened that door at daylight every man of 
them was imissing. 

He felt greatly chagrined, of course, 
but there was no use crying about it. 

The other dead man, besides Mr. 
Humphryes was Matthew Forest, the 
uncle of Eunice Joyce, and thus she was 
freed from him forever. 

It was a great case, and it made a great 
sensation for a time, when the particulars 
were nade known to the authorities. But 
it did not reach the press, the officials 
hushing it up as much as possible in the 
hope that by doing so they might sooner 
or later get hold of some of the fellows 
who had escaped. And so, ina brief time, 
it was almost forgotten. 

The property was sold, later, and there 
to-day stands a noted health resort, 
known by a name widely different from 
the old, and not a person there, perhaps, 
knows of its true past history. Perhaps 
this narrative will throw light upon it for 
the first time for a great many persons. 
Peculiat, glass-like fragments are often 
found along the shores of that lake, and 
this may serve to identify the present 
popular resort with what was once called 
Humphryes’ Hermitage. 

Diamond Dick, Jr., of course, washed 
his hands of the business as speedily as 
possibly, and after a fond adieu to the 
pretty young lady he had saved, he was 
off and away with his partners to seek 
adventures anew. We shall next hear of 
him in a series of haps and mishaps to 
which we will give the title: ‘‘Diamond 
Dick, Jr, Against a Posse; Or, The 
Round Up At the Water Tank.” 


[THE -END. ] 
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